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INTKODUCTION. 

By the Editob. 

THE period which Sir Walter Scott has chosen for the his- 
torical romance of " Quentin Durward " is the year 1468. 
The scene is laid partly in France and partly in Burgundy. 

The hundred-years war with the English had not been over 
more than eighteen years, and the French were recovering from 
the sufferings they had undergone. They had a king who, in 
some respects, was a great statesman, and really understood 
what was for the good and welfare of his people better than 
most princes of the time, though he was of a most unamiable 
character, and was universally detested. 

This was Louis XI., who had come to the throne in 1461. 
Before his accession, his sneering, cynical manner, and his 
want of truth and uprightness had led to constant disputes 
with his father, Charles VII., whose court he had left, living 
in the domains of his cousin the Duke of Burgundy. The 
poor old King actually became so much afraid of his son that 
lie would taste no food for fear of being poisoned ; and when 
he was at last persuaded to eat, his throat had contracted too 
much for him IjO be able to swaUow. 

Kings of France had hitherto had very little power. They 
were surrounded by very mighty princes and nobles who did, 
indeed, pay to the sovereign homage, but who were like inde- 
pendent monarchs within their own domains. Some of these 
had perished in the wars with England, and their lands be- 
longed to the Crown ; but several were left, and these, know- 
ing well that Louis meant to break down their power, had all 
joined together against him in what they called the League of 
the Public Good. A battle was fought at Montl'h^ry in 1465, in 
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which the King's troops were beaten ; but yet he managed, by 
making promises first to one, then to another of the princes, and 
by making them distrust each other, to break up their good un- 
derstanding, separate them from one another, and then make 
peace with them individually, so that he could, in the end, mas- 
ter them one by one. He avoided as much as possible employ- 
ing the nobles and knights of France, both because he wanted 
to keep them down, and because they hated his policy so far as 
they could understand it ; but he tried to raise the condition of 
the cities and towns, and to encourage the citizens in such 
manufactures as were then known. He preferred to have hired 
foreign soldiers, who depended entirely on himself, rather than 
to trust to the feudal armies of vassals led by their counts and 
barons, who were apt to have a will and way of their own. In 
fact, his plans were all those of a great politician, but he car- 
ried them out by base means, for he had no scruple in using 
falsehood and treachery, and he was often very cruel, appear- 
ing to enjoy the sight of suflfering whether of body or mind. 
He thought himself a very religious man, but he was exces- 
sively superstitious ; and his religion, such as it was, had no 
effect upon his life, making him neither truthful nor merciful. 
All he seemed to aim at was, by making vows and gifts to the 
Saints, to induce them to avert, or intercede for the prevention 
of, the punishment which he knew that his crimes deserved; 
and he carried his superstition so far that he actually seemed 
to consider that the Blessed Virgin was more powerful at one 
shrine than at another. 

The soldiers on whom Louis most relied were the Scottish 
Archers, who formed his body-guard. Soon after the battle of 
Agincourt, a large number of Scots, nobles and knights, came to 
the assistance of the French, and greatly aided them against 
the English. Indeed, the battle of Beauge, in which the Duke 
of Clarence, brother to Henry V., was killed, was almost en- 
tirely fought by them. King Charles VII. took them into his 
pay, the supply was kept up ; and when the war was over, and 
order was restored, he retained them as his body-guard, and so 
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did his son Louis after him. In fact, the Scottish Archers of 
the guard remained among the household troops as long as the 
old French Monarchy lasted, though latterly their ranks were 
chiefly filled by Swiss instead of Scots. Sir Walter Scott has 
drawn Louis XI. true to the life, both in his own character and 
in his relations to the nobles and princes of France. 

The Duke of Orleans, who here appears, was his second cou- 
sin, grandson to Louis, Duke of Orleans, only brother of King 
Charles VI. He was at this time next heir to the throne after 
Louis's only brother, for the son of Louis, afterwards Charles 
VIII., was not yet bom. The King actually forced the Duke 
into a marriage with his daughter Joan, who, as here repre- 
sented, was lame and slightly deformed, but was a most good 
and devoted wife, deserving much better treatment than she 
ever received at the hands of her unwilling husband, who, on 
succeeding to the Crown at the death of Charles VIII., obtained 
that the marriage should be annulled. 

Scott has been less happy in his delineation of Charles, Duke 
of Burgundy, who, though subject to violent gusts of passion, 
was really a grave and polished gentleman of high breeding, 
and by no means the sullen, brutal character he is here repre- 
sented, chiefly on the testimony of Philippe de Comines, who 
deserted his service for that of Louis, being penetrated with 
admiration for the astuteness and success of that monarch. 

Charles was himself a prince of the royal line of Valois, being 
the fifth in descent from John, that King of France who was 
made prisoner at Poitiers. Philip, the youngest son of that 
monarch, had married the heiress of Burgundy, a rich and fer- 
tile province to the westward of the kingdom, itself an apanage 
for another of the royal family in the time of King Robert, four 
hundred years previously. Each of the last line of dukes had 
greatly added to his possessions. Margaret, the wife of the 
first Philip, was already heiress, not only of Burgundy but of 
Flanders, a rich country, full of the chief manufacturing towns 
of the time. Their son John married the heiress of Holland ; 
and, again, his son Philip had, by purchase and treaty, added 
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Ilainault to the already splendid inheritance which comprised 
nearly all the Low Countries, or, as we now call them, Holland 
and Belgium. 

The Flemish knights were some of the best and bravest in 
the world, and the cities were, each of them, famous for some 
manufacture, so that the Dukes of Burgundy were richer than 
any of the reigning kings, and the last Duke Philip had been 
far more powerful than Charles VII. of France. It was like- 
wise independent of the French King, since Holland and 
Flanders both belonged to the German Empire, and this 
amounted at that time to being free in all but the name. 
Both Philip who had died in 1467, and his son Charles, en- 
tertained serious designs of making the dukedom into a king- 
dom, but their weak points were two : one was that their 
French possessions did not join those in the Low Countries, 
but were separated from them by the Duchy of Lorraine and 
the County of Alsace, both of which, however, Charles hoped 
to obtain before long. The other thorn in his side was the tur- 
bulance of the cities. The burghers were very rich, and the 
artizans thej'^ employed were strong and sturd}', and they had, 
from the first, given the Counts of Flanders much trouble, and 
driven more tban one into exile. Nor was the whole of this 
border land, named the Low Countries, yet in the hands of 
Charles. There were still Counts only subject to the Empire, 
and several of the dioceses had great Prince-Bishops. 

The sees had once been on the border line between the 
Empire and heathen enemies, and it had been thought that a 
Bishop, with the power of a military commander, might defend 
the country and convert the heathen at the same time. Some 
cities also had chosen their Bishop as their judge and protector. 
The plan, however, had not worked well in general, for these 
great Bishoprics were prizes which were sought by ambitious 
men, who were neither good churchmen nor good rulers. 

Liege was one of these Bishoprics. The city lies near the 
river Meuse, just where the flats of the Low Countries begin. 
It was a handsome city, and had great iron foundries which 
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brought in much wealth. The Prince-Bishop was the vassal of 
the German Empire, but the people of the city preferred their 
French to their German neighbors, and were wont to seek 
French help in their quarrels with their Bishop. 

At this time, the reigning Bishop was Louis de Bourbon. He 
was not a venerable man as represented in the narrative, but a 
dissolute and violent man, who had been forced upon the people 
of Liege when only eighteen, while the properly appointed 
Bishop was still alive, contrary to all the rules of the, Church. 
This had been done by Duke Philip, father of Charles, and the 
Bishop had shown himself a lawless tyrant. The people of 
Liege had revolted against him and the Burgundian power in 

1466, but had been terrified into submission, and their ally, the 
city of Dinant, had been absolutely destroyed. They had un- 
dertaken to pay an enormous fine, in the course of the next six 
years, and it weighed so heavily upon them that they were 
ready to revolt at any moment; and Louis XI., ready to do 
anything that might embarass Charles of Burgundy, secretly 
encouraged them by promises of assistance. They had risen in 

1467, put their Bishop to flight, and had fought a battle at St. 
Jean, in which Charles defeated them. They were deprived of 
all their privileges, and severely treated, though there was little 
bloodshed. 

In the meantime Louis and Charles had many causes of dis- 
pute, and the King was in great fear lest the Duke should invite 
to France the English Edward IV. to renew all the horrors of 
the English wars. Louis was a man who thought no ambas- 
sador could arrange his affairs so well as he could himself by a 
personal interview, and in spite of all the misgivings of his 
advisers, he insisted on going to hold a conference in person 
with the Duke of Burgundy at Peronne, a city within the 
borders of Burgundy, taking no guard with him but eighty 
archers of the Scottish guard. 

Charles sent him a safe conduct, received him politely, and 
the conferences began; but in the meantime Louis's agents, 
not knowing that their master was actually in the hands of the 



8 QUENTIN DURWAKD. 

Burgundians, went on stirring up the people to revolt. They 
actually broke out in insurrection, and surprised Tangres, 
where the Bishop and many of his clergy had taken refiige with 
the Burgundian Governor, Humbercourt, and captured them all. 
The Bishop was respectfully treated, but kept a prisoner. Hum- 
bercourt was permitted to escape, but the Archdeacon was 
murdered and absolutely torn to pieces, arid some of the more 
unpopular of the clergy were also slain. 

The rumor which first reached Peronne was that the Bishop 
and Humbercourt had both perished, and that Frenchmen had 
been seen leading the Liegeois. Charles's fury was extreme. 
" The traitor King ! " he cried, " he only came here to delude 
me." 

He ordered the gates to be shut and guarded, and Louis felt 
himself a prisoner. He was really lodged in the house of a 
rich citizen, but the great tower of Peronne was close by, 
reminding him how five hundred years previously King Charles 
the Simple had there been murdered by Herbert, Count of 
Vermandois. For three days there was suspense ; Charles was 
torn to pieces between his honor and his passion. He had 
pledged his word that the King should go and come safely, 
according to his safe conduct ; but, on the other hand, he be- 
lieved Louis guilty of an act of treachery, and great advantages 
might be gained from the situation. All those three nights 
Charles never undressed or went to bed, but paced his chamber 
constantly, only now and then throwing himself on the bed 
when wearied out, and then leaping up again, stung by some 
fresh thought, and breaking out into revilings of the King, and 
expressions of perplexity. 

Meanwhile, though Louis could not leave the tower, or send 
messengers out of it, there was free access to his person, and 
he employed the interval in talking and in buying over Charles's 
advisers. By the end of the time, fuller tidings came from 
Liege, and Humbercourt himself arrived, testifying that the 
first report liad been greatly exaggerated, and that the Bishop 
was safe, though in the hands of the Liegeois. 
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Charles determined to have an interview with his captive 
sovereign. He had made up his mind, not to do the part which 
would have been most brave and generous, nor on the other 
hand to be wholly base and cruel, but to take a middle course, 
namely, to make Louis understand that the only way to pur- 
chase safety was to agree to whatever terms he might dictate, 
and to march in person with the French army to punish Liege. 

Philippe de Comines was employed to let the King know that 
here lay his only chance ; and on the third day Charles entered 
the royal presence, bowing low, but speaking in a voice low 
and hoarse with suppressed rage. The King was calm and 
cool, but he knew he had no choice, and he agreed to conditions 
which gave up many of the most cherished rights of the 
sovereign over Burgundy, and he also agreed to lead his troops 
to jdd in the vengeance to be taken upon Liege. 

This was on the 11th of October. By the 22d the *army 
were advancing upon the doomed city. The walls had been 
broken down, the artillery forfeited on the former rebellion, 
and they were in no condition to make any resistance. They 
released their Bishop, and sent him to intercede for them. He 
declared that he would live or die with his people, but he never 
returned to them from the Burgundian camp, and most likely 
he was not permitted to do so, for whatever had been the dis- 
putes between him and the burghers, it was by no means for 
his interest that the city should be crushed. 

The Liegeois fought for four days, and not without success. 
The King showed himself, wearing the St. Andrews cross of 
Burgundy, and the French troops did their part. Sunday came, 
and the Liegeois hoped for a respite, and were at dinner when 
an attack was made on ail sides, and there was an unspeakably 
horrible massacre of all who could not succeed in escaping 
across the Meuse. 

The Duke was even more cruel than his soldiers in their first 
rage, for he caused all the prisoners who could not ransom 
themselves to be drowned ; and he had the unhappy fugitives 
ruthlessly hunted down in the hills and forests, though the 
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cold was so bitter that his soldiers lost fingers and toes from 
frost-bites. 

The murder of the Bishop, as Scott explains in a note, really 
took place in 1482, in the disturbed times that followed the 
deaths of Charles the Bold and his daughter and heiress, Maiy 
of Burgundy. The savage William de la Marck, called the 
Wild Boar of Ardennes, had a large body of followers who all 
wore a wild boar's head as a badge on their sleeve. Louis 
permitted him to recruit them from the lawless spirits of France, 
knowing that he would be a thorn in the sides of his neighbors 
on the borders. The Bishop of Liege had been an ally of his, 
and had given him the rich lordship of Franchemont ; but in a 
fit of passion he killed the keeper of the seals of the Bishopric, 
and the Bishop in anger banished him. He retired to France, 
collected more banditti there, and coming back declared war on 
Louis de Bourbon. It is said that it was by the connivance of 
the citizens that he caught the Bishop in a hollow road and 
there murdered him with his own hand. 

These were the materials on which Scott constructed his 
delightful romance. He held that it was lawful for art to 
throw together historical characters and facts with more regard 
to effect than to accuracy of detail, and thus to leave a stronger 
impression on the mind. And there can be no doubt that the 
tale he has given us has fixed on thousands of minds a strong 
and definite impression of the characters of Louis XI. and those 
about him, and of his relations with Charles the Bold. 

It may interest the readers to learn that the family of Croye 
laid claim to such antiquit}^ that one of their genealogies is said 
to have been illuminated with a figure of Noah bearing into the 
Ark a bundle labelled " Papers of the House of Croye." 

Also, that the people of Paris were so diverted at the predica- 
ment of their King, that many taught their tame magpies and 
starlings to cry ''Peronne/' an accomplishment which cost the 
poor birds their lives when the King came home I 
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CHAPTER I. 

It was apon a delicious summer morning that a youth, com- 
ing from the north-eastward, approached the ford of a small 
river, tributary to the Cher, near to the royal Castle of Plessis- 
les-Tours. 

On the bank of the above-mentioned brook, opposite to that 
which the traveller was approaching, two men who appeared in 
deep conversation seemed, from time to time, to watch his 
motions. 

The age of the young traveller might be about nineteen, or 
betwixt that and twenty', and his face and person, which were 
very prepossessing, did not, however, belong to the country in 
which he was now a sojourner. His smart blue bonnet, with a 
single spiig of holly and an eagle's feather, was recognized as 
the Scottish head-gear. His dress was very neat, and arranged 
with the precision of a youth conscious of possessing a fine 
person. A hawking gauntlet was on his left hand, though he 
carried no. bird, and in his right a stout hunter's pole. 

The youth whom we have described had been long visible to 
the two persons who loitered on the opposite side of the small 
river, which divided him from the park and the castle ; but as 
he descended the rugged bank to the water's edge, with the 
light step of a roe ^ which visits the fountain, the younger of the 

1 A 8iuaU species of deer. 
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two said to the other, ** It is our man — it is the Bohemian ! If 
he attempts to cross the ford, he is a lost man ; the water is 
up, and the ford impassable." 

^'Let him make that discovery himself, gossip," said the 
elder personage ; V^ it may, perchance, save a rope, and break 
a proverb." 

'' I judge him by the blue cap,*' said the other, '' ibr I cannot 
see his face. Hark, sir, — he hallooes to know whether the 
water be deep.'* 

" Nothing like experience in this world," answered the other ; 
"let him try." 

The young man, in the meanwhile, receiving no hint to the 
contrary, and taking the silence of those to whom he applied 
as an encouragement to proceed, entered the stream without 
farther hesitation than the delay necessary to take off his bus- 
kins. The elder person at the same moment hallooed to him 
to beware, adding, in a lower tone to his companion, " Gossip, 
you have made another mistake ; this is not the Bohemian chat- 
terer." 

But the intimation to the youth came too late. He either did 
not hear, or could not profit by it, being already in the deep 
stream. To one less alert and practised in the exercise of 
swimming, death had been certain, for the brook was both deep 
and strong. 

" By Saint Anne ! but he is a proper youth," said the elder 
man. ''Run, gossip, and help your blunder, by giving him 
aid, if thou canst. He belongs to thine own troop ; if old saws 
speak truth, water will not drown him." 

Indeed, the young traveller swam so strongl}^, and buffeted 
the waves so well, that, notwithstanding the strength of the 
cuiTcnt, he was carried but a little way down from the ordinary 
landing-place. 

By this time the younger of the two strangers was hurrying 
down to the shore to render assistance, while the other followed 
him at a graver pace, saying to himself as he approached, " I 
knew water would never drown that young fellow. He is 
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ashore, and grasps his pole I If I make not the more haste, he 
will beat my gossip for the only charitable action which I ever 
saw him perform, or attempt to perform, in the whole course of 
his life." 

There was some reason to augar such a conclusion of the 
adventure, for the bonny Scot had already accosted the younger 
man, who was hastening to his assistance, with these ireful 
words: "Discourteous dog! why did you not answer when I 
called to know if the passage was fit to be attempted ? I will 
teach you the respect due to strangers on the next occasion." 

This was accompanied with that significant flourish with his 
pole which is called le moiUinet,^ because the artist, holding it 
in the middle, brandished the two ends in every direction, like 
the sails of a wind-mill in motion. His opponent, seeing him- 
self thus menaced, laid hand upon his sword ; but his more con- 
siderate comrade, who came up, commanded him to forbear, 
and turning to the young man, accused him in turn of precipi- 
tation in plunging into the swollen ford, and of intemperate 
violence in quarrelling with a man who was hastening to his 
assistance. 

The young man, on hearing himself thus reproved by a man 
of advanced f^e and respectable appearance, immediately low- 
ered his weapon, and said he would be sorry if he had done 
them injustice ; but, in reality, it appeared to him as if they 
had suffered him to put his life in peril for want of a word of 
timely warning, which could be the part neither of honest men 
nor of good Christians, far less of respectable burgesses, such 
as they seemed to be. 

"Fair son," said the elder person, "you seem, from your 
accent and complexion, a stranger; and you should recollect 
your dialect is not so easily comprehended by us, as perhaps it 
may be uttered by you." 

"Well, father," answered the youth, " I do not care much 
about the ducking I have had, and I will readily forgive your 
being partly the cause, provided you will direct me to some place 

1 little mill. 
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where I can have my clothes dried ; for it is my only suit, and 
I must keep it somewhat decent." 

"For whom do you take us, fair son?" said the elder 
stranger, in answer to this question. 

" For substantial burgesses, unquestionably," said the youth ; 
"or, hold — you, master, maybe a money-broker, or a corn- 
merchant; and this man a butcher, or grazier." 

" You have hit our capacities rarely," said the elder, smiling. 
" My business is indeed to trade in as much money as I can ; 
and my gossip's dealings are somewhat of kin to the butcher's. 
As to your accommodation, we will try to serve you; but I 
must first know who j^ou are, and whither you are going ; for, 
in these times, the roads are filled with travellers on foot and 
horseback, who have anything in their head but honesty and 
the fear of God." 

The young man cast another keen and penetrating glance on 
him who spoke, and on his silent companion, as if doubtful 
whether they, on then- part, merited the confidence they de- 
manded ; and the result of his observation was as follows. 

The eldest and most remarkable of these men, in dress and 
appearance, resembled the merchant or shopkeeper of the 
period. His jerkin, hose, and cloak were of a dark uniform 
color, but worn so threadbare that the acute young Scot con- 
ceived that the wearer must be either very rich or very poor, 
probably the former. The fashion of the dress was close and 
short, a kind of garments which were not then held decorous 
among gentry, or even the superior class of citizens, who gen- 
erally wore loose gowns which descended below the middle of 
the leg. 

The expression of this man's countenance was partly attrac- 
tive and pai^tly forbidding. His strong features, sunk cheeks, 
and hollow eyes, had nevertheless an expression of shrewdness 
and humor congenial to the character of the young adventurer. 
But then, those same sunken eyes, from under the shroud of 
thick black eyebrows, had something in them that was at once 
commanding and sinister. Perhaps this effect was increased by 
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the low far cap, much depressed on the forehead, and adding 
to the shade from under which those eyes peered out ; but it is 
certain that the young stranger had some difficulty to reconcUe 
his looks with the meanness of his appearance in other respects. 
His cap in particular, in which all men of any quality displayed 
either a brooch of gold or of silver, was ornamented with a 
paltry imt^e of the Virgin, in lead, such as the poorer sort of 
pilgrims bring from Loretto.^ 

His comrade was a stout-formed, middle-sized man, more than 
ten years younger than his companion, with a down-looking 
visage, and a very ominous smile, when by chance he gave way 
to that impulse, which was never, except in reply to certain 
secret signs that seemed to pass between him and the elder 
stranger. This man was armed with a sword and da^er ; and 
underneath his plain habit, the Scotsman observed that he con- 
cealed a flexible shirt of linked mail, \vhieh confirmed the young 
man in his conjecture, that the wearer was by profession a 
butcher, grazier, or something of that description, called upon 
to be much abroad. 

The young stranger, comprehending in one glance the result 
of the observation which has taken us some time to express, 
answered, after a moment's pause, " I am ignorant whom I 
may have the honor to address," making a slight reverence at 
the same time, '^but I am indifTerent who knows that I am a 
cadet* of Scotland; and that I come to seek my fortune in 
France, or elsewhere, after the custom of my countrymen." 

"A gallant custom it is," said the elder stranger. "You 
seem a fine young springald, and at the right age to prosper, 
whether among men or women. What say you ? I am a mer- 
chant, and want a lad to assist in my trafilc. I suppose 
you are too much a gentleman to assist in such mechanical 
drudgery?" 

" Fair sir," said the youth, " if your offer be seriously made 
— of which I have my doubts — I am bound to thank you for 

1 A city of Italy, where Is a shrine of the Virgin Mary much freqnented by 
pilgrims. ^ Younger son. 
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it, and I thank 3'ou accordingly ; but I fear I should be alto- 
gether unfit for your service." 

"What!" said the senior, "I warrant thou knowest better 
how to draw the bow, than how to draw a bill of charges, — 
canst handle a broadsword better than a pen — ha ! " 

"I am, master," answered the young Scot, "a braeman,^ 
and therefore, as we say, a bowman. But besides that, I have 
been in a convent, where the good fathers taught me to read 
and write, and even to cipher." 

" That is too magnificent," said the merchant. " Thou art a 
prodigy, man ! " 

'' Rest you merry, fair master," said the youth, who was not 
much pleased with his new acquaintance's jocularity, " I must 
go dry myself, instead of standing dripping here, answering 
questions." 

The merchant only laughed louder as he spoke, and answered, 
" the proverb never fails — fiercomme un Ecossois;^ but come, 
youngster, you are of a country I have a regard for, having 
traded in Scotland in my time, — an honest poor set of folks 
they are ; and, if you will come with us to the village, I will 
bestow on you a cup of burnt sack^ and a warm breakfast, to 
atone for your drenching. — But what do you with a hunting- 
glove on your hand? Know you not there is no hawking per- 
mitted in a royal chase? " 

"I was taught that lesson," answered the youth, "by a 
rascally forester of the Duke of Burgundy. I did but fly the 
falcon I had brought with me from Scotland, and that I 
reckoned on for bringing me into some note, at a heron near 
Peronne, and the rascally schelm^ shot my bird with an arrow." 

" What did you do? " said the merchant. 

" Beat him," said the youngster, brandishing his staflT, " as 
near to death as one Christian man should belabor another; 
I wanted not to have his blood to answer for." 

" Know you," said the burgess, " that had you fallen into the 

1 Used to out-door life. ' A sort of wine like sherry. 

3 As fierce as a Scot.r 4 itogae (German). 
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Duke of Burgundy's hands, he would have hung you up like a 
chestnut ? " 

"Ay, I am told he is as prompt as the King of France for 
that sort of work. But, as this happened near Peronne, I made 
a leap over the frontiers, and laughed at him. If he had not 
been so hasty, I might perhaps have taken service with him." 

" He will have a heavy miss of such a paladin^ as you are, if 
the truce should break off," said the merchant, and threw a 
look at his own companion, who answered him with one of the 
downcast lowering smiles, which gleamed along his countenance, 
enlivening it as a passing meteor enlivens a winter sky. 

The young Scot suddenly stopped, pulled his bonnet over his 
right eyebrow, as one that would not be ridiculed, and said 
firmly, "My masters, and especially you, sir, the elder, and 
who should be the wiser, you will find, I presume, no sound or 
safe jesting at my expense. I do not altogether like the tone 
of your conversation. I can take a jest with any man, and a 
rebuke, too, from my elder, and say, thank you, sir, if I know 
it to be deserved ; but I do not like being borne in hand as if I 
were a child, when I find myself man enough to belabor you 
both, if you provoke me too far." 

The eldest man seemed like to choke with laughter at the 
lad's demeanor, — his companion's hand stole to his sword-hilt, 
which the youth obser^dng, dealt him a blow across the wrist, 
which made him incapable of grasping it ; while his companion's 
mirth was only increased by the incident. " Hold, hold," he 
cried, " most doughty Scot, even for thine own dear country's 
sake ; and you, gossip, forbear your menacing look. Let us be 
just traders, and set off the wetting against the knock on the 
wrist, which was given with so much grace and alacrity. — And 
bark ye, my young friend," he said to the young man, with a 
grave sternness, which, in spite of all the youth could do, 
damped and overawed him, " no more violence. I am no fit 
object for it, and my gossip, as you may see, has had enough of 
it. Let me know your name." 

1 The paladins were the knights of Charlemagne whose names became a 
proverb for heroism. 
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" I can answer a civil question civilly," said the youth ; *' and 
will pay fitting respect to 3^our age, if you do not urge my 
patience with mockery. My true name, when at home, is 
Quentin Durward." 

" Durward I " said the querist ; " is it a gentleman's name? " 

"By fifteen descents in our family," said the young man; 
" and that makes me reluctant to follow any other trade than 
arms." 

"A true Scot! Plenty of blood, plenty of pride, and right 
great scarcity of ducats, I warrant thee. — Well, gossip," he 
said to his companion, "go before us, and tell them to have 
some breakfast ready yonder at the Mulberry-grove ; for this 
youth will do as much honor to it as a starved mouse to a 
housewife's cheese. And for the Bohemian — hark in thy 
ear " 

His comrade answered by a gloomy but intelligent smile, 
and set forward at a round pace, while the elder man continued 
addressing yonng Durward. — " You and I will walk leisurely 
forward together, and we may take a mass at Saint Hubert's* 
Chapel in our wa^^ through the forest; for it is not good to 
think of our fleshly before our spiritual wants." 

Durward, as a good Catholic, had nothing to object against 
this proposal, although he might probably have been desirous, 
in the first place, to have dried his clothes and refreshed him- 
self. Meanwhile, they soon lost sight of their downward- 
looking companion, but continued to follow the same path 
which he had taken, until it led them into a wood of tall trees, 
mixed with thickets and brushwood, traversed by long avenues, 
through which were seen, as through a vista, the deer trotting 
in little herds with a degree of security which argued their con- 
sciousness of being completely protected. 

" You asked me if I were a good bowman," said the young 
Scot; "give me a bow and a brace of shafts, and you shall 
have a piece of venison in a moment." 

" Nay, my young friend," said his companion, " take care of 

1 See note A. St. Hubert. 
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that ; my gossip yonder hath a special eye to the deer ; they 
are under his charge, and he is a strict keeper." 

*^ He hath more the air of a butcher than of a gay forester," 
answered Durward. " I cannot think yon hang-dog look of his 
belongs to any one who knows the gentle rules of woodcraft." 

"Ah, my young friend," answered his companion, "my 
gossip hath somewhat an ugly favor to look upon at first ; but 
those who become acquainted with him never are known to 
complain of him." 

Quentin Durward found something singularly and disagree- 
ably significant in the tone with which this was spoken; and, 
looking suddenly at the speaker, thought he saw in his counte- 
nance, in the slight smile that curled his upper lip, and the 
accompanying twinkle of his keen dark eye, something to 
justify his unpleasing surprise. "I have heard of robbers," he 
thought to himself, " and of wily cheats and cut-throats ; what 
if yonder fellow be a murderer, and this old rascal his decoy- 
duck? I will be on my guard; they will get little by me but 
good Scottish knocks." 

While he was thus reflecting, they came to a glade, where the 
large forest trees were more widely separated from each other. 
Amidst these magnificent sons of the earth there peeped out, 
in the most open spot of the glade, a lowly chapel, near which 
trickled a small rivulet. 

Towards this little devotional structure the old man directed 
his steps, followed by young Durward ; and, as they approached, 
the priest, dressed in his sacerdotal garments, made his appear- 
ance in the act of proceeding from his cell to the chapel, for the 
discharge, doubtless, of his holy office. The mass itself, being 
considerably shortened, proved to be that sort which is called a 
hunting-mass^ because in use before the noble and powerful, 
who, while assisting at the solemnity, are usually impatient to 
commence their favorite sport. 

Yet, during this brief ceremony, Durward's companion 
seemed to pay the most rigid and scrupulous attention ; while 
Durward, not quite so much occupied with religious thoughts, 
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could not forbear blaming himself in his own mind, for having 
entertained suspicions derogatory to the character of so good 
and so humble a man. Far from now holding him as a com- 
panion and accomplice of robbers, he had much to do to forbear 
regarding him as a saint-like personage. 

When mass was ended, they retired together from the chapel, 
and the elder said to his young comrade, "It is but a short 
walk from hence to the village ; you may now break your fast 
with an unprejudiced conscience ; follow me." 

Turning to the right, and proceeding along a path which 
seemed gradually to ascend, he recommended to his companion 
by no means to quit the track, but on the contrary, to keep the 
middle of it as nearly as he could. Durward could not help 
asking the cause of this precaution. 

"You are now near the Court, young man," answered his 
guide; "and, Pasques-dieu ! there is some difference betwixt 
walking in this region and on your own healthy hills. Every 
yard of this ground, excepting the path which we now occupy, 
is rendered dangerous, and well-nigh impracticable, by snares 
and traps, armed with scythe-blades, which shred off the 
unwary passenger's limb as sheerly as a hedge-bill lops a haw- 
thorn-sprig ; and calthrops that would pierce your foot through ; 
and pit-falls deep enough to bury you in them for ever; for 
you are now within the precincts of the royal demesne, and we 
shall presently see the front of the Chateau." 

"Were I the King of France," said the young man, "I 
would not take so much trouble with traps and gins, but would 
try instead to govern so well, that no man should dare to come 
near my dwelling with a bad intent ; and for those who came 
there in peace and good-will, why, the more of them the 
merrier we should be." 

His companion looked around, affecting an alarmed gaze, and 
said, " Hush, hush, I forgot to tell you, that one great danger 
of these precincts is, that the very leaves of the trees are like 
so many ears, which carry all which is spoken to the King's 
own cabinet." 
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*'I care little for that," answered Quentin Durward; "I 
bear a Scottish tongue, in my head, bold enough to speak my 
mind to King Louis's face, God bless him ; and, for the ears 
you talk of, if I could see them growing on a human head^ I 
would crop them out of it with my wood-knife." 



CHAPTER n. 

While Durward and his new acquaintance thus spoke, they 
came in sight of the whole front of the Castle of Plessis-les- 
Tours, which, even in those dangerous times, when the great 
found themselves obliged to reside within places of fortified 
strength, was distinguished for the extreme and jealous care 
with which it was watched and defended. 

There were three external walls, the second enclosure rising 
higher than the first, and being again, in the same manner, 
itself commanded b}' the third and innermost barrier. Around 
the external wall, as the Frenchman informed his young com- 
panion, was sunk a ditch of about twenty feet in depth, supplied 
with water. In front of the second enclosure, he said, there 
ran another fosse ; and a third, both of the same unusual dimen- 
sions, was led between the second and innermost enclosure. 

From within the innermost enclosure arose the Castle itself. 
This formidable place had but one entrance, at least Durward 
saw none along the spacious front, except where, in the centre 
of the first and outward boundary, arose two strong towers, the 
usual defences of a gateway ; and he could observe their ordi- 
nary accompaniments,* portcullis and drawbridge, of which the 
first was lowered, and the last raised. Similar entrance-towers 
were visible on the second and third bounding wall, but not in 
the same line with those on the outward circuit. 

1 An iron grating that eoold be lowered from above to close a gateway. 
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To enhance his surprise, his companion told him that the en- 
virons of the Castle, except the single winding-path by which 
the portal might be safely approached, were surrounded with 
every species of hidden pit-fall, snare, and gin, to entrap the 
wretch who should venture thither without a guide ; that upon 
the walls were constructed certain cradles of iron, called swal- 
lows* nests ^ from which the sentinels, who were regularly posted 
there, could, without being exposed to any risk, take deliberate 
aim at any who should attempt to enter without the proper 
signal or pass- word of the day ; and that the Archers of the 
Royal Guard performed that duty day and night, for which they 
received high pay, rich clothing, and much honor and profit at 
the hands of King Louis. "And now tell me, young man," he 
continued, " did you ever see so strong a fortress, and do you 
think there are men bold enough to storm it? '* 

The young man looked long and fixedly on the place, the 
sight of which interested him so much that he had forgotten, in 
the eagerness of youthful curiosity, the wetness of his dress. His 
eye glanced and his color mounted to his check like that of a 
daring man who meditates an honorable action, as he replied, 
"It is a strong castle, and strongly guarded; but there is no 
impossibility to brave men." 

" Are there any in your country who could do such a feat? " 
said the elder, rather scornfully. 

" I will not affirm that," answered the youth ; " but there are 
thousands that, in a good cause, would attempt as bold a deed." 

" Umph ! " said the senior, " perfiaps you are yourself such a 
gallant ! " 

" I should sin if I were to boast where there is no danger," 
answered 3'oung Durward ; " but my father has done as bold an 
act, and I trust I am no bastard." 

^^Well," said his companion, smiling, "you might meet your 
match, and your kindred withal in the attempt; for the Scottish 
Archers of King Louis's Life-guards stand sentinels on yonder 
walls, — three hundred gentlemen of the best blood in your 
country." 
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"And were I King Louis," said the youth in reply, " I would 
trust my safety to the faith of the three hundred Scottish gentle- 
men, throw down my bounding walls to fill up the moat, call in 
my noble peers and paladins, and live as became me, amid 
breaking of lances in gallant tournaments, and feasting of days 
with nobles, and dancing of nights with ladies, and have no 
more fear of a foe than I have of a fly." 

His companion again smiled, and, turning his back on the 
Castle, which, he observed, they had approached a little too 
nearly, he led the way again into the wood by a more broad and 
beaten path than they had yet trodden. "This," he said, " leads 
us to the village of Plessis, as it is called, where you, as a 
stranger, will find reasonable and honest accommodation. About 
two miles onward lies the fine city of Tours, which gives name 
to this rich and beautiful earldom. But the village of Plessis 
will yield you nearer and as convenient hospitality." 

" I thank you, kuid master, for your information," said the 
Scot ; " but my stay will be so short here, that, if I fail not in 
a morsel of meat, and a drink of something better than water, 
my necessities in Plessis, be it of the park or the pool, will be 
amply satisfied." 

*' Nay," answered his companion, " I thought you had some 
friend to see in this quarter." 

"And so I have, — my mother's own brother," answered 
Durward ; " and as pretty a man, before he left the braes ^ of 
Angus, as ever planted brogue* on heather." 

" What is his name? " said the senior ; " we will inquire him 
out for you, for it is not safe for 3 ou to go up to the Castle, 
where you might be taken for a spy." 

" Now, by my father's hand ! " said the youth, " I taken for 
a spy ! By Heaven, he shall brook cold iron that brands me 
with such a charge I But for my uncle's name, I care not who 
knows it, — it is Lesly. They call my kinsman Ludovic with 
the Scar," said Quentin. " Our family names are so common 

1 Low bills. ' Ligkt shoes worn in the Highlands. 
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in a Scottish house, that, where there is no land in the case, we 
always give a to-name,'' 

" Vh nomme de guerre,^ I suppose you to mean," answered 
his companion ; " and the man you speak of, we, I think, call 
Le Balafr^^^ from that scar on his face, — a proper man, and a 
good soldier. I wish I may be able to help you to an interview 
with him, for he belongs to a set of gentlemen whose duty is 
strict, and who do not often come out of garrison, unless in the 
immediate attendance on the King's person. And now, young 
man, answer me one question. I will wager you are desirous 
to take service with your uncle in the Scottish Guard. It is a 
great thing, if you propose so ; especially as you are very young, 
and some years' experience is necessary for the high office which 
you aim at." 

" Perhaps I may have thought on some such thing," said Dur- 
ward, carelessly ; " but if I did, the fancy is off." 

*'How so, young man?" said the Frenchman, something 
sternly ; " do you speak thus of a charge which the most noble 
of your countrymen feel themselves emulous to be admitted to?" 

*' I wish them joy of it," said Quentin composedly ; " to speak 
plain, I should have liked the service of the French King full 
well ; only, dress me as fine, and feed me as high as 3'ou will, 
I love the open air better than being shut up in a cage or a 
swallow's nest yonder, as you call these same grated pepper- 
boxes. Besides," he added, in a lower voice, " to speak truth, 
I love not the Castle when the covin-tree ^ bears such acorns as 
I see yonder." 

'' I guess what 30U mean," said the Frenchman ; " but speak 
yet more plainly." 

" To speak more plainly, then," said the youth, '' there grows 
a fair oak some flight-shot or so from yonder Castle, and on 
that oak hangs a man in a gray jerkin, such as this which I 
wear." 

1 Nick name. ^ The scarred one. 

> The large tree in front of a Scottish castle was sometimes called so. It is 
difficult to trace the derivation; but at that distance from the castle, the laird 
received guests of rank, and thither he convoyed them on their departure. 
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*' Ay, and indeed ! " said the man of France, " see what it is 
to have youthful eyes I Why, I did see something, but only 
took it for a raven among the branches. But the sight is no 
way strange, young man ; when the summer fades into autumn, 
and moonlight nights are long, and roads become unsafe, you 
will see a cluster of ten, ay, of twenty such acorns, hanging on 
that old doddered oak. But what then? They are so many 
banners displayed to scare knaves; and for each rogue that 
hangs there, an honest man may reckon that there is a thief, a 
traitor, a robber on the highway, a pillager and oppressor of the 
people, the fewer in France. These, young man, are signs of 
our Sovereign's justice." 

" I would have hung them farther from my palace, though, 
were I King Louis," said the youth. " In mj- country' we hang 
up dead corbies^ where living corbies haunt, but not in our 
gardens or pigeon-houses. The very scent of the carrion — 
faugh — reached my nostrils at the distance where we stood." 

*' If you live to be an honest and loyal servant of your Prince, 
my good youth," answered the Frenchman, "you will know 
there is no perfume to match the scent of a dead traitor." 

" I shall never wish to live till I lose the scent of my nostrils 
or the sight of my eyes," said the Scot. " Show me a living 
traitor, and here are my hand and my weapon ; but when life 
is out, hatred should not live longer. But here, I fancy, we 
come upon the village, where I hope to show you that neither 
ducking nor disgust have spoiled mine appetite for my breakfast. 
So, my good friend, to the hostelrie with all the speed you may. 
Yet, ere I accept of your hospitality, let me know by what name 
to call you." 

" Men call me Maitre Pierre," answered his companion. " I 
deal in no titles. A plain man that can live on mine own good ; 
that is my designation." 

"So be it, Maitre Pierre," said Quentin, " and I am happy 
my good chance has thrown us together, for I want a word of 
seasonable advjic^^ and can be thankful for it." 

1 CZOWB. 
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Maitre Pierre, deflecting a little from the road, said to his 
companion that the inn to which he intended to introduce him 
stood somewhat secluded, and received only the better sort of 
travellers. 

" If you mean those who travel with the better filled purses," 
answered the Scot, " I am none of the number, and will rather 
stand my chance of your flayers on the highway than of your 
flayers in the hostelrie." 

"Ho," said his guide, "how cautious your countrymen of 
Scotland are ! An Englishman, now, throws himself headlong 
into a tavern, eats and drinks of the best, and never thinks of 
the reckoning till his belly is full. But you forget, Master 
Quentin, since Quentin is your name, you forget I owe you a 
breakfast for the wetting which my mistake procured you. It 
is the penance of my offence towards you." 

" In truth," said the light-hearted young man, " I had forgot 
wetting, offence, and penance, and all. I have walked my 
clothes dry, or nearly so. I will not refuse your offer in kind- 
ness ; for my dinner yesterday was a light one, and supper I 
had none. You seem an old and respectable burgess, and I see 
no reason why I should not accept your courtesy." 

The}' descended a narrow lane, overshadowed by tall elms, 
at the bottom of which a gateway admitted them into the court- 
yard of an inn of unusual magnitude, calculated for the accom- 
modation of the nobles and suitors who had business at the 
neighboring Castle, where very seldom, and only when such 
hospitality was altogether unavoidable, did Louis XI. permit 
any of his Court to have apartments. 

Maitre Pierre, without calling any one, and even without 
approaching the principal entrance, lifted the latch of a side 
door, and led the way into a large room, where a fagot was 
blazing on the hearth, and arrangements made for a substantial 
breakfast. 

"My gossip has been careful," said the Frenchman to the 
Scot. " You must be cold, and I have conmianded a fire ; you 
must be hungry, and you shall have bireatyf^st presently.'* 
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He whistled, and the landlord entered, — answered Maitre 
Pierre's bonjour with a reverence-, — but in no respects showed 
any part of the prating humor properly belonging to a French 
publican of all ages. 

" I expected a gentleman,'* said Maitre Pierre, " to order 
breakfast ; hath he done so?" 

In answer, the landlord only bowed ; and while he continued 
to bring, and arrange upon the table, the various articles of a 
comfortable meal, omitted to extol their merits by a single 
word. And yet the breakfast merited such eulogiums as French 
hosts are wont to confer upon their regales/ as the reader will 
be informed in the n^Tt chapter. 



CHAPTER in. 

So, as many good things were placed on the table might have 
created appetite under the ribs of death, what effect, ilien, 
must they have produced upon a youngster of scarce twenty, 
who (for the truth must be told) had eaten little for the two 
last days, save the scarcely ripe fruit which chance afforded him 
an opportunity of plucking, and a very moderate portion of 
barley-bread ? He threw himself upon the ragout, and the plate 
was presently vacant ; he attacked the might}'^ pasty, marched 
deep into the bowels of the land, and, seasoning his enormous 
meal with an occasional cup of wine, returned to the charge 
again and again, to the astonishment of mine host and the 
amusement of Maitre Pierre. 

Quentin Durward, while thus agreeably employed, could do 
no otherwise than discover that the countenance of his enter- 
tainer, which he had at first found so unprepossessing, mended 
wheii it was seen under the influence of the Vin de Beavlne^^ 

1 Meals they act before guests. ^ One of the wines of Borgondy. 
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and there was kindness in the tone with which he reproached 
Maitre Pierre, that he amused himself with laughing at his 
appetite, without eating anything himself. 

*'I am doing penance," said Maitre Pierre, "and may not 
eat anything before noon, save some comfiture * and a cup of 
water. Bid ponder lady," he added, turning to the innkeeper, 
*' bring them hither to me." 

The innkeeper left the room, and Maitre Pierre proceeded, — 
"Well, have I kept faith with you concerning the breakfast I 
promised you ? " 

" The best meal I have eaten," said the youth, " since I left 
Glen-houlakin." 

" Glen — what? " demanded Maitre Pierre ; " are you going 
to raise the devil, that you use such long-tailed words ? " 

" Glen-houlakin," answered Quentin, good-humoredly, "which 
is to say the Glen of the Midges, is the name of our ancient 
patrimony, my good sir. You have bought the right to laugh 
at the sound, if you please." 

" I have not the least intention to offend," said the old man ; 
" but I was about to say, since you like your present meal so 
well, that the Scottish Archers of the guard eat as good a one, 
or a better, every day." 

" No wonder," said Durward ; " for if they be shut up in the 
swallows^ nests all night, they must needs have a curious appe- 
tite in the morning." 

" And plenty to gratify it upon," said Maitre Pierre. " They 
need not, like the Burgundians, chouse ' a bare back, that they 
may have a full belly ; they dress like counts, and feast like 
abbots." 

" It is well for them," said Durward. 

" And wherefore will you not take service here, young man? 
Your uncle might, I dare say, have you placed on the file when 
there should a vacancy occur. And, hark in your ear; I 
myself have some little interest, and might be of some use to 
you. You can ride, I presume, as well as draw the bow? '* 

1 Preserved fruits. > Cheat. 
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" Our race are as good horsemen as ever put a plated shoe 
into a steel stirrup ; and I know not but I might accept of your 
kind offer. Yet look you, food and raiment are needful things, 
but in my case, men think of honor, and advancement, and 
brave deeds of arms. Your King Louis — God bless him, for 
he is a friend and ally of Scotland — but he lies here in this 
castle, or only rides about from one fortified town to another ; 
and gains cities and provinces by politic embassies, and not in 
fair fighting. Now, for me, I am of the Douglases* mind, who 
always kept the fields, because they loved better to hear the 
lark sing than the mouse squeak." 

" Young man," said Maitre Pierre, " do not judge too rashly 
of the actions of sovereigns. Louis seeks to spare the blood 
of his subjects, and cares not for his own. He showed himself 
a man of courage at Montl'h^ry." * 

" Ay, but that was some dozen years ago or more," answered 
the youth. " I should like to follow a master that would keep 
his honor as bright as his shield, and always venture foremost 
in the very throng of the battle." 

"Why did you not tarry at Brussels, then, with the Duke 
of Burgundy? He would put you in the way to have your 
bones broken every da}' ; and, rather than fail, would do the 
job for you himself, especially if he heard that you had 
beaten his forester." 

" Very true," said Quentin; "my unhappy chance has shut 
that door against me." 

" Nay, there are plenty of dare-devils abroad, with whom 
mad youngsters may find service," said his adviser. "What 
think you, for example, of William de la Marck?" 

" What! " exclaimed Durward, " serve Him with the Beard 
— serve the Wild Boar of Ardennes — a captain of pillagers 
and murderers, who would take a man's life for the value of his 
gaberdine,* and who slays priests and pilgrims as if they were 

1 Battle between the French and Burgondians in 1465, only three years be- 
fore the date of the story. 
* Upper garment. 
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BO many lance-knights ^ and men at arms ? It would be a blot 
on my father's scutcheon forever." 

As he spoke, the door opened, and a girl, rather above than 
under fifteen years old, entered with a platter, covered with 
damask, on which was placed a small saucer of the dried . 
plums which have always added to the reputation of Tours, 
and a cup of the curiously chased plate which the goldsmiths of 
that city were anciently famous for executing with a delicacy 
of workmanship that distinguished them from the other cities 
of France, and even excelled the skill of the metropolis. The 
form of the goblet was so elegant, that Durward thought not 
of observing closely whether the material was of silver, or like 
what had been placed before himself, of a baser metal, but so 
well burnished as to resemble the richer ore. 

But the sight of the young person by whom this service was 
executed attracted Durward's attention far more than the petty 
minutiae of the duty which she performed. 

He speedily made the discovery that a quantity of long black 
tresses, which, in the maiden fashion of his own country, were 
unadorned by any ornament, except a single chaplet lightly 
woven out of ivy leaves, formed a veil around a countenance, 
which, in its regular features, dark eyes, and pensive expression, 
resembled that of Melpomene,^ though there was a faint glow 
on the cheek, and an intelligence on the lips and in the eye, 
which made it seem that gaiety was not foreign to a counte- 
nance so expressive, although it might not be its most habitual 
expression. Quentin even thought he could discera that depres- 
sing circumstances were the cause why a countenance so young 
and so lovely was graver than belongs to early beauty ; and, as 
the romantic imagination of youth is rapid in drawing conclu- 
sions from slight premises, he was pleased to infer, from what 
follows, that the fate of this beautiful vision was wrapped in 
silence and mystery. 

1 Properly landsknechts, mercenary soldiers, who hired themselves to dil- 
ferent princes, and were very lawless. 

^ One of the Muses of ancient Greek Story. 
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"How now, Jacqueline!" said Maitre Pierre, when she 
entered the apartment, *' wherefore this? Did I not desire that 
Dame Perette should bring what I wanted ? Is she, or does she 
think herself, too good to serve me ? " 

" My kinswoman is ill at ease," answered Jacqueline, in a 
hurried yet a humble tone ; "ill at ease and keeps her chamber." 

" She keeps it oZone, I hope ! " replied Maitre Pierre, with 
some emphasis ; " I am vieiuc routier^^ and none of those upon 
whom feigned disorders pass for apologies." 

Jacqueline turned pale, and even tottered at the answer of 
Maitre Pierre ; for it must be owned that his voice and looks, 
at all times harsh, caustic, and unpleasing, had, when he ex- 
pressed anger or suspicion, an effect both sinister and alarming. 

The mountain chivalry of Quentin Durward was instantly 
awakened, and he hastened to approach Jacqueline, and relieve 
her of the burden she bore, and which she passively resigned 
to him, while, with a timid and anxious look, she watched the 
countenance of the angry burgess. It was not in nature to 
resist the piercing and pity-craving expression of her looks, and 
Maitre PieiTc proceeded, not merely with an air of diminished 
displeasure, but with as much gentleness as he could assume in 
countenance and manner, "I blame not thee, Jacqueline, and 
thou art too young to be, what it is pity to think thou must be 
one day, a false and treacherous thing, like the rest of thy 
giddy sex. No man ever lived to man's estate, but he had the 
opportunity to know you all.* Here is a Scottish cavalier will 
tell you the same." 

Jacqueline looked for an instant on the young stranger as if 
to obey Maitre Pierre ; but the glance, momentary as it was, 
appeared to Durward a pathetic appeal to him for support and 
sympathy ; and with the promptitude dictated by the feelings 
of youth, and the romantic veneration for the female sex in- 

1 An old hand 

^ It was a part of Louis's very onamiable character, and not the best part 
of it, that he entertained a great contempt for the understanding, and not less 
for the character, of the fair sex. 
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spired by his education, he answered hastily, "That he would 
throw down his gage ' to any antagonist, of equal rank and 
equal age, who should presume to say such a countenance as 
that which he now looked upon could be animated by other than 
the purest and the truest mind." 

The young woman grew deadly pale, and cast an apprehen- 
sive glance upon Maitre Pierre, in whom the bravado of the 
young gallant seemed onl}' to excite laughter more scornful 
than applausive. Quentin, whose second thoughts generally 
corrected the first, though sometimes after they had found 
utterance, blushed deeply at having uttered what might be con- 
strued into an empty boast, in presence of an old man of a 
peaceful profession ; and as a sort of just and appropriate pen- 
ance, resolved patiently to submit to the ridicule which he had 
incurred. He offered the cup and trencher to Maitre Pierre 
with a blush in his cheek, and a humiliation of countenance, 
which endeavored to disguise itself under an embarrassed smile. 

"You are a foolish young man," said Maitre Pierre, "and 
know as little of women as of princes, whose hearts," he said, 
crossing himself devoutly, " God keeps in his right hand." 

"And who keeps those of the women then?" said Quentin, 
resolved, if ' he could help it, not to be borne down by the as- 
sumed superiority of this extraordinary old man, whose lofty 
and careless manner possessed an influence over him of which 
he felt ashamed. 

" I am afraid 3'ou must ask of them in another quarter," 
said Maitre Pierre, composedly. 

Quentin was again rebuffed, but not utterly disconcerted. 

While Maitre Pierre said with a smile, and at the same time 
patting Jacqueline's head, from which hung down her long 
tresses, "This young man will serve me, Jacqueline, so thou 
mayst withdraw. I will tell thy negligent kinswoman she does 
ill to expose thee to be gazed on unnecessarily." 

"It was only to wait on you," said the maiden. "I trust 
you will not be displeased with my kinswoman, since — " 
^ Throwing down the glove was the gage or pledge of defiance. 
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The merchant interrupted her, but not harshly: "Do you 
bandy words with me, you brat, or stay you to gaze upon the 
youngster here ? Begone, — he is noble, and his services will 
suffice me." 

Jacqueline vanished; and so much was Quentin Durward 
interested in her sudden disappearance, that it broke his previous 
thread of reflection, and he complied mechanically, when Maitre 
Pierre said, in the tone of one accustomed to be obe3^ed, as he 
threw himself carelessly upon a large easy chair, " Place that 
tray beside me." 

The merchant then let his dark eyebrows sink over his keen 
eyes, so that the last became scarce visible, or but shot forth 
occasionally a quick and vivid ray, like those of the sun setting 
behind a dark cloud, through which its beams are occasionally 
darted, but singly, and for an instant. 

"That is a beautiful creature," said the old man at last, 
raising his head, and looking steadily and firmly at Quentin, 
when he put the question : " a lovely girl to be the servant of 
an auberge?^ she might grace the board of an honest burgess ; 
but 'tis a vile education, a base origin." 

It sometimes happens that a chance shot will demolish a noble 
castle in the air, and the architect on such occasions entertains 
little good-will towards him who fires it, although the damage 
on the offender's part may be wholly unintentional. Quentin 
was disconcerted, and was disposed to be angry — he himself 
knew not why — with this old man, for acquainting him that 
this beautiful creature was neither more nor less than what her 
occupation announced, — the servant of the auberge; an upper 
servant, indeed, and probably a niece of the landlord, or such 
like; but still a domestic, and obliged to comply with the 
humor of the customers, and particularly of Maitre Pierre, who 
probably had sufficiency of whims, and was rich enough to 
ensure their being attended to. 

The thought, the lingering thought, again returned on him, 
that he ought to make the old gentleman understand the differ- 

1 Hotel. 
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ence betwixt their conditions, and call on him to mark, that, 
how rich soever he might be, his wealth put him on no level 
with a Durward of Glen-houlakin. Yet, whenever he looked on 
Maitre Pierre's countenance with such a purpose, there was, 
notwithstanding the downcast look, pinched features, and mean 
and miserly dress, something which prevented the young man 
from asserting the superiority over the merchant which he con- 
ceived himself to possess. On the contrary, the oftener and 
more fixedly Quentin looked at him, the stronger became his 
curiosity to know who or what this man actually was ; and he 
set him down internally for at least a Syndic or high magistrate 
of Tours, or one who was, in some way or other, in the full 
habit of exacting and receiving deference. 

Meantime, the merchant seemed again sunk into a reverie, 
from which he raised himself only to make the sign of the cross 
devoutly, and to eat some of the dried fruit, with a morsel of 
biscuit. He then signed to Quentin to give him the cup, add- 
ing, however, by way of question, as he presented it, " You 
are noble, you say?" 

" I surely am," replied the Scot, "if fifteen descents can 
make me so. So I told you before. But do not constrain 
yourself on that account, Maitre Pierre ; I have always been 
taught it is the duty of the young to assist the more aged." 

" An excellent maxim," said the merchant, availing himself 
of the youth's assistance in handing the cup, and filling it from 
a ewer which seemed of the same materials with the goblet, 
without any of those scruples in point of propriety which, 
perhaps, Quentin had expected to excite. 

" The devil take the ease and familiarity of this old mechani- 
cal burgher," said Durward, once more to himself; " he uses 
the attendance of a noble Scottish gentleman with as little 
ceremony as I would that of a gillie^ from Glen-isla." 

The merchant, in the meanwhile, having finished his cup of 
water, said to his companion, " From the zeal with which you 
seem to relish the Vin de Beaulne, I fancy you would not care 
1 An attendant on a Scottish chief or man of rank. 
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much to pledge me in this elemental liqnor. But I have an 
elixir about me which can convert even the rock water into the 
richest wines of France." 

As he spoke, he took a large purse from his bosom, made of 
the fur of the sea-otter, and streamed a shower of small silver 
pieces into the goblet, until the cup, which was but a small one, 
was more than half full. 

"You have reason to be more thankful, young man," said 
Maitre Pierre, "both to your patron Saint Quentin, and to 
Saint Julian, than you seemed to be but now. I would advise 
you to bestow alms in their name. Remain in this hostelry 
until you see your kinsman, Le Balafr^, who will be relieved 
from guard in the afternoon. I will cause him to be acquainted 
that he may find you here, for I have business in the Castle." 

With these words he left the apartment, making a sign as he 
departed, that Quentin must not follow him. 

The young Scotsman stood astounded, and knew not what to 
think of the matter. His first most natural, though perhaps 
not most dignified impulse, drove him to peep into the silver 
goblet, which assuredly was more than half full of silver pieces 
to the number of several scores, of which perhaps Quentin had 
never called twenty his own at one time during the course of his 
whole life. But could he reconcile it to his dignit}'^ as a gentle- 
man, to accept the money of this wealthy plebeian? This was 
a trying question ; for, though he had secured a good breakfast, 
it was no great reserve upon which to travel either back to 
Dijon, in case he chose to hazard the wrath, and enter the 
service of the Duke of Burgundy, or to Saint Quentin, if he 
fixed on that of the Constable Saint Paul ; for to one of those 
powers, if not to the King of France, he was determined to 
offer his services. He perhaps took the wisest resolution in the 
circumstances, in resolving to be guided by the advice of his 
ancle ; and, in the meantime, he put the money into his velvet 
hawking-pouch, and called for the landlord of the house, in 
order to restore the silver cup — resolving, at the same time, to 
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ask him some questions about this liberal and authoritative 
merchant. 

The man of the house appeared presently ; and, if not more 
communicative, was at least more loquacious, than he had been 
formerly. He positively declined to take back the silver cup. 
It was none of his, he said, but Maitre Pierre's, who had be- 
stowed it on his guest. He had, indeed, four silver hanaps^ of 
his own, which had been left him by his grandmother, of happy 
memory, but no more like the beautiful carving of that in his 
guest's hand, than a peach was like a turnip, — that was one of 
the famous cups of Tours, wrought by Martin Dominique, an 
artist who might brag all Paris. 

*' And, pray, who is this Maitre Pierre," said Durward, inter- 
rupting him, "who confers such valuable gifts on strangers? 
And who is the butcherl3'-Iooking fellow whom he sent for- 
ward to order breakfast ? " 

" Why, fair sir, as to who Maitre Pierre is, you should have 
asked the question of himself; and for the gentleman who 
ordered breakfast to be made ready, may God keep us from his 
closer acquaintance ! " 

" There is something mysterious in all this," said the young 
Scot. " This Maitre Pierre tells me he is a merchant." 

" And if he told you so," said the innkeeper, " surely he is a 
merchant." 

" What commodities does he deal in? " 

*' Oh, many a fair matter of traffic," said the host; '' and 
especially he has set up silk manufactories here which match 
those rich bales that the Venetians bring from India and 
Cathay. You might see the rows of mulberr3^-trees as jou 
came hither, all planted by Maitre Pierre's command, to feed 
the silk-worms." 

*'And that young person who brought in the confections, 
who is she, my good friend? " said the guest. 

"My lodger, sir, with her guardian, some sort of aunt or 
kinswoman, as I think," replied the innkeeper. 

I Cups. 
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The young Scotsman asked whether he could be accommo- 
dated with an apai-tment at this place for a day, and perhaps 
longer. 

"Certainly," the innkeeper replied; " for whatever time he 
was pleased to command it." 

" Could he be permitted," he asked, " to pay his respects to 
the ladies, whose fellow-lodger he was about to become ? " 

The innkeeper was uncertain. " They went not abroad," he 
said, " and received no one at home." 

Quentin, who carried the notions of his own importance 
pretty high, considering how destitute he was of means to sup- 
port them, being somewhat mortified by the innkeeper's repl}^ 
did not hesitate to avail himself of a practice common enough 
in that age. "Carry to the ladies," he said, "a flask of 
vemdt^^ with my humble duty ; aud sa^^, that Quentin Durward, 
of the house of Glen-houlakin, a Scottish cavalier of honor, and 
now their fellow-lodger, desires the permission to dedicate his 
homage to them in a personal interview." 

The messenger departed, and returned, almost instantly, with 
the thanks of the ladies, who declined the proffered refreshment, 
and, with their acknowledgments to the Scottish cavalier, 
regretted that, residing there in privacy, they could not receive 
his visit. 

The landlord presently ushered him up a turret staircase, 
and from thence along a gallery, with many doors opening from 
it, like those of cells in a convent. The host paused at the 
very end of the galler}^ opened the door, and showed his guest 
the interior of a turret-chamber, small, indeed, but which, being 
clean aud solitary, and having the pallet bed, and the few 
articles of furniture, in unusually good order, seemed, on the 
whole, a little palace. 

" I hope you will find your dwelling agreeable here, fair sir,** 
said the landlord. — " I am bound to pleasure every friend of 
Maitre Pierre." 

" Oh, happy ducking ! " exclaimed Quentin Durward, cutting 

* 4. wi»e. 
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a caper on the floor, so soon as his host had retired. " Never 
came good luck in a better or a wetter form. I have been 
fairly deluged by my good fortune." 

Whilst Quentin was engaged in these sage reflections, a sort 
of attendant or chamberlain of the inn informed him that a 
cavalier desiied to speak with him below. 



CHAPTER IV. 

The cavalier who awaited Quentin Durward's descent into the 
apartment where he had breakfasted, was one of those of whom 
Louis XI. had long since said, that they held in their hands the 
fortune of France, as to them were intrusted the direct custody 
and protection of the royal person. 

Charles the Sixth had instituted this celebrated body, the 
Archers, as they were called, of the Scottish Body-guard, with 
better reason than can generally be alleged for establishing 
round the throne a guard of foreign and mercenary troops. 
The divisions which tore from his side more than half of 
France, together with the wavering and uncertain faith of the 
nobility who yet acknowledged his cause, rendered it impolitic 
and unsafe to commit his personal safety to their keeping. The 
Scottish nation was the hereditary enemy of the English, and 
the ancient, and, as it seemed, the natural allies of France. 
They were poor, courageous, faithful, — their rai*ks were sure 
to be supplied from the superabundant population of then* 
own country, than which none in Europe sent forth more or 
bolder adventurers. Their high claims of descent, too, gave 
them a good title to approach the person of a monarch more 
closely than other troops, while the comparative smallness of 
their numbers prevented the possibility of their mutinying, and 
becoming masters where they ought to be servants. 
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Each of them ranked as a gentleman in place and honor; 
and their near approach to the King's person gave them dignity 
in their own eyes, as well as importance in those of the nation 
of France. They were sumptuously armed, equipped, and 
mounted ; and each was entitled to allowance for a squire, a 
valet, a page, and two yeomen, one of whom was termed 
coutelier^^ from the large knife which he wore to despatch 
those whom in the mil4e^ his master had thrown to the 
ground. With these followers, and a corresponding equipage, 
an Archer of the Scottish Guard was a person of quality and 
importance ; and vacancies, being generally filled up by those 
who had been trained in the service as pages or valets, the 
cadets of the best Scottish families were often sent to serve 
under some friend and relation in those capacities, until a 
chance of preferment should occur. 

The coutelier and his companion, not being noble or capable 
of this promotion, were recruited from persons of inferior qual- 
ity; but as their pay and appointments were excellent, their 
masters were easily able to select from among their wandering 
countrymen the strongest and most courageous to wait upon 
them in these capacities. 

Ludovic Lesly, or, as 'we shall more frequently call him, 
Le Balafr6, by which name he was generally known in France, 
was upwards of sii feet high, robust, strongly compacted in 
person, and hard favored in countenance, which latter attribute 
was much increased by a large and ghastly scar, which, begin- 
ning on his forehead, and narrowly missing his right eye, had 
laid bare his cheek-bone, and descended from thence almost to 
the tip 6t his ear, exhibiting a deep seam, which was some- 
times scarlet, sometimes purple, sometimes blue, and sometimes 
approaching to black ; but always hideous, because at variance 
with the complexion of the face in whatever state it chanced to 
be, whether agitated or still, flushed with unusual passion, or 
in its ordinary state of weatherbeaten and sunburnt swarthi- 
ness. 

1 From couteau, a knife. ^ Heat of battle. 



40 QXJENTIN DURWAED. 

His dress and anns were splendid. He wore his national 
bonnet, crested with a tuft of feathers, and with a Virgin Mary 
of massive silver for a brooch. These brooches had been pre- 
sented to the Scottish Guard, in consequence of the King, in 
one of his fits of superatitious piety, having devoted the swords 
of his guard to the service of the Holy Virgin, and, as some 
say, carried the matter so far as to draw out a commission to 
Our Lady as their Captain-General. The Archer's gorget,* 
arm-pieces, and gauntlets,' were of the finest steel, curiously 
inlaid with silver, and his hauberk, or shirt of mail, was as 
clear and bright as the frostwork of a winter morning upon 
fern or brier. He wore a loose surcoat, or cassock, of rich 
blue velvet, open at the sides like that of a herald, with a large 
white St. Andrew's cross of embroidered silver bisecting it both 
before and behind ; his knees and legs were protected by hose 
of mail and shoes of steel ; a broad strong poniard (called the 
Mercy of God) hung by his right side ; the baldric for his two- 
handed sword, richly embroidered, hung upon his left shoulder, 
but for convenience he at present carried in his hand that 
unwieldy weapon, which the rules of his service forbade him 
to lay aside. 

Quentin Durward could not but shrink a little from the grim 
expression of his countenance, while, with its rough mustaches, 
he brushed first the one and then the other cheek of his kins- 
man, welcomed his nephew to France, and, in the same breath, 
asked what news from Scotland. 

" Little good tidings, dear uncle," replied young Durward ; 
-' but I am glad that you know me so readily." 

''I would have known thee, boy, in the landea^ of Bour- 
deaux, had I met thee marching there like a crane on a pair of 
stilts.* But sit thee down — sit thee down; if there is sorrow 
to hear of, we will have wine to make us bear it. — Ho ! old 

1 Throat armor. a Gloves. 8 Waste moors. 

^ The crutches or stilts, which in Scotland are used to pass rivers. They 
are employed by the peasantry of the country near Bourdeaux, to traverse 
those deserts of loose sand called Landes. 



QUBNTIN DUBWARD. 41 

Fincli-Measure, our good host, bring us of thy best, and that in 
an instant." 

^^But come, come, unbuckle your Scottish mail-bag; give 
us the news of Glen-houlakin. How doth my sister?" 

*' Dead, fair uncle," answered Quentin, sorrowftilly. 

"Dead!" echoed his uncle, with a tone rather marked by 
wonder than sympathy ; " why, she was five years younger than 
I, and I was never better in my life. Dead ! the thing is impos- 
sible. I have never had so much as a headache, unless after 
revelling out my two or three days' furlough with the brethren 
of the joyous science, — and my poor sister is dead. And your 
father, fair nephew, hath he married again?" 

And, ere the youth could reply, he read the answer in his 
surprise at the question, and said, "What ! no? — I would have 
sworn that Allan Durward was no man to live without a wife. 
He loved to have his house in order, — loved to look on a pretty 
woman, too; and was somewhat sti-ict in life withal, — matri- 
mony did all this for him. Now, I care little about these com- 
forts ; and I can look on a pretty woman without thinking on 
the sacrament of wedlock, — I am scarce holy enough for that." 

" Alas ! dear uncle, my mother was left a widow a year since, 
when Glen-houlakin was harried by the Ogilvies. M3' father, 
and my two uncles, and my two elder brothers, and seven of 
my kinsmen, and the harper, and the tasker, and some six 
more of our people, were killed in defending the castle ; and 
there is not a burning hearth or a standing stone in all Glen- 
houlakin." 

" And now, fair nephew, let us hear what was your own for- 
tune in this unhappy matter." 

" I fought it out among those who were older and stouter than 
I was, till we were all brought down," said Durward, "and I 
received a cruel wound." 

" Not a worse slash than I received ten years since, myself," 
said Le Balafr6. " Look at this now, my fair nephew," tracing 
the dark crimson gash which was imprinted on his face. "Ad 
Ogilvy's sword never ploughed so deep a fuiTOW." 



42 Q DENTIN DUB WARD. 

"They ploughed deep enough," answered Quentin, sadly; 
"but they were tired at last, and my mother's entreaties pro- 
cured mercy for me, when I was found to retain some spark 
of life ; but, although a learned monk of Aberbrothick, who 
chanced to be our guest at the fatal time, and narrowly escaped 
being killed in the fray, was permitted to bind my wounds, and 
finally to remove me to a place of safety, it was only on promise, 
given both by my mother and him, that I should become a 
monk." 

"A monk!" exclaimed the uncle; "Holy Saint Andrew! 
that is what never befell me. No one, from my childhood 
upwards, ever so much as dreamed of making me a monk. 
And yet I wonder when I think of it ; for you will allow that, 
bating the reading and writing, which I could never learn, and 
the psalmody, which I could never endure, and the dress, which 
is that of a mad beggar, — Our Lady forgive me ! [here he 
crossed himself] ; — and their fasts, which do not suit my appe- 
tite, I would have made every whit as good a monk as my little 
gossip at Saint Martin's yonder. But, I know not why, none 
ever proposed the station to me. O so, fair nephew, you were 
to be a monk then, — and wherefore, I pray you? " 

" That my father's house might be ended, either in the clois- 
ter or in the tomb," answered Quentin, with deep feeling. ^ 

"I see," answered his uncle, — "I comprehend. Cunning 
rogues — very cunning ! " 

"I have little more to tell," said Durward, "except that 
considering my poor mother to be in some degree a pledge for 
me, I was induced to take upon me the dress of a novice, and 
conformed to the cloister rules, and even learned to read and 
write." 

"To read and write?" exclaimed Le Balafr^, who was one 
of that sort of people who think all knowledge is miraculous 
which chances to exceed their own ; — "To write, say'st thou, 
and to read ? I cannot believe it ! never Durward could write 
his name that ever I heard of, nor Lesly either. I can answer 
1 Monks being obliged by their vows never to marry. 
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for one of them, — I can no more write than I can fly. Now, in 
Saint Louis's name, how did they teach it you ? " 

" It was troublesome at first," said Durward, '' but became 
more easy by use ; and I was weak with my wounds and loss of 
blood, and desirous to gratify my preserver, Father Peter, and 
so I was the more easily kept to my task. But after several 
montiis' languishing, my good kind mother died, and as my 
health was now fully restored, I communicated to my benefac- 
tor, who was also Sub-Prior of the Convent, my reluctance to 
take the vows ; and it was agreed between us, since my vocation 
lay not to the cloister, that I should be sent out into the world 
to seek my fortune ; and that, to save the Sub-Prior from the 
anger of the Ogilvies, my departure should have the appearance 
of flight ; and to color it I brought off the Abbot's hawk with 
me. But I was regularly dismissed, as will appear from the 
hand and seal of the Abbot himself." 

" That is right, that is well," said his uncle. "Our King 
cares little what other theft thou mayst have made, but hath a 
horror at anything like a breach of the cloister. And I warrant 
thee thou hadst no great treasure to bear thy charges I ** 

" Only a few pieces of silver," said the youth ; " for to you, 
fair uncle, I must make a free confession." 

" Alas ! " replied Le Balafr6, " that is hard. Now, though I 
am never a hoarder of my pay, because it doth ill to bear a 
charge about one in these perilous times, yet I always have 
(and I would advise you to follow my example) some odd gold 
chain, or bracelet, or carcenet that serves for the ornament of 
my person, and can at need supply a superfluous link or two, 
or it may be a superfluous stone for sale, that can answer any 
immediate purpose. But you may ask, ^^'ir kinsman, how you 
are to come by such toys as this? " — (he shook his chain with 
complacent triumph) — ''They hang not on every bush, they 
grow not in the fields like the daffodils, with whose stalks chil- 
dren make knights' collars. What then ? You may get such 
where I got this, in the service of the good King of France, 
where there is always wealth to be found if a man has but the 
heart to seek it at the risk of a little life or so." 
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*' I think I understand you, fair uncle," answered the nephew ; 
*' but in my mind honor cannot be won where there is no risk. 
Sure this is, I pray you pardon me, an easy and almost slothful 
life, to mount guard round an elderly man whom no one thinks 
of harming ; to spend summer-day and winter-night up in 3^onder 
battlements, and shut up all the while in iron cages for fear y6u 
should desert your posts ; uncle, uncle, it is but the hawk upon 
his perch, who is never carried out to the fields ! " 

'' Now, by Saint Martin of Tours, the boy has some spirit ! 
a right touch of the Lesly in him ; much like myself, though 
always with a little more folly in it. Hark ye, youth ! Long 
live the King of France ! scarce a day but there is some commis- 
sion in hand by which some of his followers may win both coin 
and credit. Think not that the bravest and most dangerous 
deeds are done by daylight. I could tell you of some, as scaling 
castles, making prisoners, and the like, where one who shall be 
nameless hath run higher risk and gained greater favor than any 
desperado in the train of desperate Charles of Burgundy. And 
if it please his Majesty to remain behind and in the background 
while such things are doing, he hath the more leisure of spirit to 
admire, and the more liberality of hand to reward the adventur- 
ers, whose dangers, perhaps, and whose feats of arms he can 
better judge of than if he had personally shared them. Oh, 'tis 
a sagacious and most politic monarch ! " 

His nephew paused, and then said in a low but impressive 
tone of voice, " The good Father Peter used often to teach me 
there might be much danger in deeds by which little glory was 
acquired. 1 need not say to you, fair uncle, that I do in course 
suppose that these secret commissions must needs be honorable." 

"For whom or for what take you me, fair nephew?" said 
Balafr6 somewhat sternly ; " I have not been trained, indeed, in 
the cloister, neither can I write or read. But I am your mother's 
brother ; I am a loyal Lesly. Think you that I am like to 
recommend to you anything unworthy? The best knight in 
France, Du Guesclin himself, if he were alive again, might be 
proud to number my deeds among his achievements." 
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*' I cannot doubt your warranty, fair uncle," said the youth ; 
^^ yon are the only adviser my mishap has left me. But is it 
true, as fame says, that this King keeps a meagre Court here at 
his Castle of Plessis ? No repair of nobles or courtiers, none of 
his grand feudatories in attendance, none of the high officers of 
the crown ; half solitary sports, shared only with the menials of 
his household ; secret councils, to which only low and obscure 
men are invited ; rank and nobility depressed, and men raised 
from the lowest origin to the kingly favor? All this seems 
unregulated ; resembles not the manners of his father, the noble 
Charles, who tore from the fangs of the English lion this more 
than half conquered kingdom of France." 

*' You speak like a giddy child," said Le Balafr6 ; " and even 
as a child you harp over the same notes on a new string. Look 
you : if the King employs Oliver Dain, his barber, to do what 
Oliver can do better than any peer of them all, is not the king- 
dom the gainer? If he bids his stout Provost-Marshal, Tristan, 
arrest such or such a seditious burgher, take off such or such a 
turbulent noble, the deed is done and no more of it ; when, 
were the commission given to a duke or peer of France, he might 
perchance send the King back a defiance in exchange. But 
hark to the bell of Saint Martin's ! I must hasten back to the 
Castle. Farewell, make much of yourself, and at eight to- 
morrow morning present yourself before the drawbridge, and 
ask the sentinel for me. Take heed you step not off the straight 
and beaten path in approaching the portal ! There are such 
traps and snap-haunches as may cost you a limb, which j^ou will 
sorely miss. You shall see the King and learn to judge him for 
yourself. Farewell." 

Quentin resorted to a solitary walk along the banks of the 
rapid Cher, having previously inquired of his landlord for one 
which he might traverse without fear of disagreeable interrup- 
tion from snares and pitfalls, and there endeavored to compose 
his turmoiled and scattered thoughts, and consider his future 
motions, upon which his meeting with his uncle had thrown 
some dubiety. 
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CHAPTER V. 

QuENTiN reflected on his interview with his uncle with a sense 
of embarrassment and disappointment. His hopes had been 
high ; for although intercourse by letters was out of the ques- 
tion, yet a pilgrim, or an adventurous trafficker, or a crippled 
soldier sometimes brought Lesly's name to Glen-houlakin, and 
all united in praising his undaunted courage, and his success in 
many petty enterprises which his master had intrusted to him. 
Quentin's imagination had filled up the sketch in his own way. 

Without being wantonly cruel, Le Balafr^ was from habit 
indiflTerent to human life and human suffering ; he was profoundly 
ignorant, greedy of booty, unscrupulous how he acquired it, and 
profuse in expending it on the gratification of his passions. The 
habit of attending exclusively to his own wants and interests 
had converted him into one of the most selfish animals in the world ; 
so that he was seldom able, as the reader may have remarked, 
to proceed far in any subject without considering how it applied 
to himself, or, as it is called, making the case his own, though 
not upon feelings connected with the golden rule,^ but such as 
were very different. 

Without seeing the full scope of his uncle's character, Quentin 
felt shocked at his indifference to the disastrous extirpation of 
his brother-in-law's whole family, and could not help being sur- 
prised, moreover, that so near a relative had not offered him the 
assistance of his purse, which, but for the generosity of Maitre 
Pierre, he would have been under the necessity of directly craving 
from him. He wronged his uncle, however, in supposing that 
this want of attention to his probable necessities was owing to 
avarice. " Whatever had then become of me," he thought to 
himself, " I should always have been able to keep up my spirits 
with the reflection that I had, in case of the worst, a stout back- 
1 Do as yoa would be done by. 
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friend in this uncle of mine. But now I have seen him, and 
woe worth him, there has been more help in a mere mechanical 
stranger than I have found in my own mother's brother, my 
countryman and a cavalier ! One would think the slash, that 
has carved all comeliness out of his face, had let at the same 
time every drop of gentle blood out of his body." 

As the Scottish youth made these reflections he met two grave 
looking men, apparently citizens of Tours, whom, doflSng his 
cap with the reverence due from youth to age, he respectfully 
asked to direct him to the house of Maitre Pierre. 

*' The house of whom, my fair son? " said one of the passen- 
gers. 

" Of Maitre Pierre, the great silk merchant, who planted all 
the mulberry trees in the park yonder," said Durward. 

''Young man," said one of them who was nearest to him, 
" you have taken up an idle trade a little too early." 

" And have chosen wrong subjects to practise your fooleries 
upon," said the farther one, still more gruffly. "The Syndic 
of Tours is not accustomed to be thus talked to by strolling 
iesters fix)m foreign parts." 

Quentin was so much surprised at the causeless offence which 
these two decent looking persons had taken at a very simple 
and civil question that he forgot to be angry at the rudeness of 
their reply, and stood staring after them as they walked on with 
amended pace, often looking back at him as if they were desirous 
to get as soon as possible out of his reach. He then pursued his 
walk. 

On a slight eminence rising above the rapid and beautiful 
Cher, in the dkect line of his path, two or three large chestnut 
trees were so happily placed as to form a distinguished and 
remarkable group ; and beside them stood three or four peas- 
ants, motionless, with their eyes turned upwards, and fixed 
apparently upon some object amongst the branches of the tree 
next to them. Quentin hastened his pace, and ran lightly up the 
rising ground time enough to witness the ghastly spectacle which 
attracted the notice of these gazers, which was nothing less than 
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the body of a man, convulsed by the last agony, suspended on 
one of the branches. 

"Why do you not cut him down?" said the young Scot, 
whose hand was as ready to assist affliction as to maintain his 
own honor when he deemed it assailed. 

One of the peasants, turning on him an eye from which fear 
had banished all expression but its own, and a face as pale as 
clay, pointed to a mark cut upon the bark of the tree, having the 
same rude resemblance to afleur-de-lys^ which certain talismanic 
scratches, well known to our revenue officers, bear to a broad 
&rrow} Neither understanding nor heeding the import of this 
symbol, young Durward sprung lightly as the ounce up into the 
tree, drew from his pouch that most necessary implement of a 
Highlander or woodsman, the trusty skene dhu,^ and calling to 
those below to receive the body on their hands, cut the rope asun- 
der in less than a minute after he had perceived the exigency. 

But his humanity was ill seconded by the bystanders. So far 
from rendering Durward any assistance, they seemed terrified at 
the audacity of his action, and took to flight with one consent, as 
if they feared their merely looking on might have been construed 
into accession to his daring deed. The body, unsupported from 
beneath, fell heavily to earth in such a manner that Quentin, 
who presently afterwards jumped down, had the mortification to 
see that the last sparks of life were extinguished. He gave not 
up his charitable purpose, however, without further efforts. He 
freed the wretched man's neck from the fatal noose, undid the 
doublet, threw water on the face, and practised the other ordi- 
nary remedies resorted to for recalling suspended animation. 

While he was thus humanely engaged, a wild clamor of 
tongues, speaking a language which he knew not, arose around 
him ; and he had scarcely time to observe that he was surrounded 
by several men and women of a singular and foreign appear- 

1 Lily-flower, mark of the kings of France. 

2 English government mark. 

s Black knife ; a species of knife without clasp or hinge, formerly much 
used by the Highlanders, who seldom travelled without such an ugly weapon, 
though it is now rarely used. 
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ance, when he found himself roughly seized by both arms, while 
a naked knife at the same moment was offered to his throat. 

" Pale slave of Eblis ! " said a man, in imperfect French, 
" are you robbing him you have murdered? But we have you, 
and you shall abye it." 

There were knives drawn on every side of him as these words 
were spoken, and the grim and distorted countenances which 
glared on him were like those of wolves rushing on their prey. 

Still the young Scot's courage and presence of mind bore him 
out. "What mean ye, my masters?" he said; "if that be 
your friend's body, I have just now cut him down in pure charity, 
and you will do better to try to recover his life than to misuse 
an innocent stranger to whom he owes his chance of escape." 

The singular assemblage, both male and female, wore turbans 
and caps, more similar in general appearance to his own bonnet 
than to the hats commonly worn in France. Several of the men 
had curled black beards, and the complexion of all was nearly 
as dark as that of Africans. One or two, who seemed their 
chiefs, had some tawdry ornaments of silver about their necks 
and in their ears, and wore showy scarfs of yellow, or scarlet, 
or light green ; but their legs and arms were bare, and the whole 
troop seemed wretched and squalid in appearance. There were 
no weapons among them that Durward saw except the long 
knives with which they had lately menaced him, and one short 
crooked sabre, or Moorish sword, which was worn by an active- 
looking 3^oung man, who often laid his hand upon the hilt, while 
he surpassed the rest of the party in his extravagant expressions 
of grief, and seemed to mingle with them threats of vengeance. 

The disordered and yelling group were so different in appear- 
ance from any beings whom Quentin had yet seen, that he was 
on the point of concluding them to be a party of Saracens, of 
those "heathen hounds" who were the opponents of gentle 
knights and Christian monarchs in all the romances which he 
had heard or read, and was about to withdraw himself from a 
neighborhood so perilous, when a galloping of horse was heard, 
and the supposed Saracens, who had raised by this time the 
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body of their comrade upon their shoulders, were at once charged 
by a party of French soldiers. 

This sudden apparition changed the measured wailing of the 
mourners into irregular shrieks of terror. The body was thrown 
to the ground in an instant, and those who were around it 
showed the utmost and most dexterous activity in escaping, 
under the bellies, as it were, of the horses, from the point of 
the lances which were levelled at them, with exclamations of 
"Down with the accursed heathen thieves, take and kill, bind 
them like beasts, spear them like wolves I " 

These cries were accompanied with corresponding acts of 
violence ; but such was the alertness of the fugitives, the ground 
being rendered unfavorable to the horsemen by thickets and 
bushes, that only two were struck down and made prisoners, 
one of whom was the young fellow with the sword, who had 
pre^aously offered some resistance. Quentin, whom fortune 
seemed at this period to have chosen for the butt of her shafts, 
was at the same time seized by the soldiers, and his arms, in 
spite of his remonstrances, bound down with a cord ; those who 
apprehended him showing a readiness and despatch in the 
operation which proved them to be no novices in matters of 
police. 

Looking anxiously to the leader of the horsemen, from whom 
he hoped to obtain liberty, Quentin knew not exactly whether 
to be pleased or alarmed upon recognizing in him the down- 
looking and silent companion of Maitre Pierre. True, whatever 
crime these strangers might be accused of, this officer might 
know from the history of the morning that he, Durward, had no 
connection with them whatever; but it was a more difficult 
question whether this sullen man would be either a favorable 
judge or a willing witness in his behalf, and he felt doubtful 
whether he would mend his condition by making any direct 
application to him. 

But there was little leisure for hesitation. '* Trois-Eschelles 
and Petit- Andr6," said the down-looking officer to two of his 
band, "these same trees stand here quite convenient. I will 



QXTBNTIN DUnWABD. 61 

teach these misbelieving, thieving sorcerers to interfere with the 
King's justice when it has visited any of their accursed race. 
Dismount, my children, and do your office briskly." 

Trois-Eschelles and Petit- Andr6 were in an instant on foot, 
and Quentin observed that they had each, at the crupper and 
pommel of his saddle, a coil or two of ropes which they hastily 
undid, and showed that in fact each coil formed a halter, with the 
fatal noose adjusted ready for execution. The blood ran cold in 
Quentin's veins when he saw three cords selected, and perceived 
that it was proposed to put one around his own neck. He called on 
the officer loudly, reminded him of their meeting that morning, 
claimed the right of a free-bom Scotsman in a friendly and 
allied country, and denied any knowledge of the persons along 
with whom he was seized, or of their misdeeds. 

The officer whom Durward thus addressed scarce deigned to 
look at him while he was speaking, and took no notice whatever 
of the claim he preferred to prior acquaintance. He barely 
turned to one or two of the peasants who were now come forward, 
either to volunteer their evidence against the prisoners or out of 
curiosity, and said gruffly, " Was yonder young fellow with the 
vagabonds?" 

**That he was, sir, and it please your noble Provostship," 
answered one of the clowns ; " he was the very first blasphe- 
mously to cut down the rascal whom his Majesty's justice most 
deservedly hung up, as we told your worship." 

" I'll swear by God, and Saint Martin of Tours, to have 
seen him with their gang," said Another, " when they pillaged 
our m^airie" ^ 

" Nay, but father," said a boy, " yonder heathen was black, 
and this youth is fair ; yonder one had short curled hair, and 
this hath long fair locks." 

" Ay, child," said the peasant, " and perhaps 3^ou will say 
yonder one had a green coat and this a gray jergin. But his 
worship, the Provost, knows that they can change their com- 

1 Small farm. 
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plexioDS as easily as their jerkins, so that I am still minded he 
was the same." 

" It is enough that you have seen him intermeddle with the 
coqrse of the King's justice, by attempting to recover an 
executed traitor," said the officer. " Trois-Eschelles and Petit- 
Andr6, despatch." 

"Stay, signior officer I" exclaimed the youth, in mortal 
agon}-; "hear me speak — let me not die guiltlessly; my 
blood will be required of 3'ou by my countrymen in this world, 
and by Heaven's justice in that which is to follow." 

" I will answer for my actions in both," said the Provost, 
coldly ; and made a sign with his left hand to the executioners ; 
then, with a smile of triumphant malice, touched with his fore- 
finger his right arm, which hung suspended in a scarf, disabled 
probably by the blow which Durward had dealt him that 
morning. 

"Miserable, vindictive wretch!" answered Quentin, per- 
suaded by that action that private revenge was the sole motive 
of this man's rigor, and that no mercy whatever was to be 
expected from him. 

"The poor youth raves," said the functionary; "speak a 
word of comfort to him ere he make his transit, Trois-Eschelles ; 
thou art a comfortable man in such cases when a confessor is 
not to be had. Give him one minute of ghostly advice, and 
despatch matters in the next. I must proceed on the rounds. 
Soldiers, follow me ! " 

The Provost rode on followed by his guard, excepting two or 
three who were left to assist in the execution. The unhappy 
. youth cast after him an eye almost darkened by despair, and 
thought he heard in every tramp of his horse's retreating hoofs 
the last slight chance of his safety vanish. 

He looked around him in agony and was surprised even in 
that moment to see the stoical indifierence of his fellow-pris- 
oners. They were undaunted by the conduct of the fatal 
executioners, who went about their work with more deliberation 
than their master had reconmiended, and which probably arose 
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from their having acquired by habit a kind of pleasure in the 
discharge of their horrid office. 

These functionaries were essentially different in their appear- 
ance and manners. Louis used to call them Democritus and 
Heraclitus,^ and their master, the Provost, termed them Jean* 
qui'pleure and Jean-qui-rit.^ 

Trois-Eschelles was a tall, thin, ghastly man, with a peculiar 
gravity of visage and a large rosary round his neck, the use of 
which he was accustomed piously to offer to those sufferers on 
whom he did his duty. Petit-Andr6, on the contrary, was a 
joyous-looking, round, active little fellow, who rolled about in 
execution of his duty as if it were the most diverting occupa- 
tion in the world. He seemed to have a certain fond affection 
for his victims, and always spoke of them in kindly and 
affectionate terms. 

Life, death, and eternity were swimming before Quentin'& 
eyes. " Our feudal enemies gave my kindred graves in oui 
own land," he thought, " but I must feed the ravens and kites 
of a foreign land like an excommunicated felon I " The tears 
gushed involuntarily from his eyes ; Trois-Eschelles, touching 
one shoulder, gravely congratulated him on his heavenly disposi- 
tion for death, and pathetically exclaiming, Beati qui in Domino 
moriuntur,^ remarked, the soul was happy that left the body 
while the tear was in the eye. Petit- Andr6, slapping the other 
shoulder, called out, " Courage, my fair son! since you must 
begin the dance, let the ball open gaily, for all the rebecs are in 
tune," twitching the halter at the same time to give point to his 
joke. As the youth turned his dismayed looks, first on one 
and then on the other, they made their meaning plainer by 
gently urging him forward to the fatal tree, and bidding him be 
of good courage, for it would be over in a moment. 

In this fatal predicament, the youth cast a distracted look 
around him. " Is there any good Chi^istian who hears me," he 

^ Two Greek philosophers, the one cheerful, the other melancholy. 

3 Crying Jack and Laughing Jack. 

' Blessed are those who die in the Lord. 
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said, " that will tell Ludovic Lesly of the Scottish Guard, called 
in this country Le Balafr^, that his nephew is here basely 
murdered ? " 

The words were spoken in good time, for an Archer of the 
Scottish Guard, attracted by the preparations for the execution, 
was standing by, with one or two other chance-passengers, to 
witness what was passing. 

" Take heed what you do," he said to the executioners ; " if 
this young man be of Scottish birth, I will not permit him to 
have foul play/' 

''Heaven forbid. Sir Cavalier," said Trois-Eschelles ; "but 
we must obey our orders," drawing Durward forward by one 
arm. 

"The shortest play is ever the fairest," said Petit- Andr6, 
pulling him onward by the other. 

But Quentin had heard words of comfort, and, exerting his 
strength, he suddenly shook off both the finishers of the law, 
and, with his arms still bound, ran to the Scottish Archer. 
" Stand by me, countryman," he said in his own language, 
" for the love of Scotland and Saint Andrew ! I am innocent ; 
I am your own native landsman. Stand by me, as you shall 
answer at the last day ! " 

"By Saint Andrew! they shall make at you through me," 
said the Archer, and unsheathed his sword. 

" Cut my bonds, countryman," said Quentin, " and I will do 
something for myself." 

This was done with a touch of the Archer's weapon ; and the 
liberated captive, springing suddenly on one of the Provost's 
guard, wrested from him a halberd with which he was armed ; 
" and now," said he, " come on, if you dare 1 " 

The two ofiScers whispered together. 

" Eide thou after the Provost-Marshal," said Trois-Eschelles, 
" and I will detain them here, if I can. Soldiers of the Pro- 
vost's guard, stand to your arms." 

Petit- Andr6 mounted his horse and left the field, and the 
other Marshals-men in attendance drew together so hastily at 
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the command of Trois-Eschelles, that they suffered the other 
two prisoners to make their escape during the confusion. 

'*• We are strong enough to beat the proud Scots twice over, 
if it be 3'our pleasure,'' said one of these soldiers to Trois- 
Eschelles. 

But that cautious official made a sign to him to remain quiet, 
and addressed the Scottish Archer with great civility. " Surely, 
sir, this is a great insult to the Provost-Marshal, that 3'ou should 
presume to interfere with the course of the King's justice, duly 
and lawfull}^ committed to his chaise ; and it is no act of jus- 
tice to me, who am in lawful possession of my criminal. 
Neither is it well-meant kindness to the youth himself, seeing 
that fifty opportunities of hanging him may occur, without his 
being found in so happy a state of preparation as he was 
before your ill-advised interference." 

" If my young countryman," said the Scot, smiling, ''be of 
opinion I have done him an injurj^ I will return him to your 
charge without a word more dispute." 

" No, no ! for the love of Heaven, no ! " exclaimed Quentin. 
" I would rather you swept m}^ head off with your long sword ; 
it would better become my birth^ than to die by the hands of 
such a foul churl ! " 

"Hear how he revileth!" said the finisher of the law. 
"Alas ! how soon our best resolutions pass away! he was in 
a blessed frame for departure but now, and in two minutes 
he has become a contemner of authorities." 

" Tell me at once," said the Archer, " what has this young 
man done J" 

"Interfered," answered Trois-Eschelles, with some earnest- 
ness, " to take down the dead body of a criminal when the 
fleur-de-lys was marked on the tree where he was hung with my 
own proper hand." 

"How is this, young man?"* said the Archer; "how came 
yon to have committed such an offence ? " 

" As I desire your protection," answered Durward, " I will 
tell you the trul^ as if I were at confession. I saw a man 
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struggling on thd tree, and I went to cut him down out of mere 
humanity. I thought neither of fleur-de-lys nor of clove-gilli- 
flower, and had no more idea of offending the King of France 
than of our Father, the Pope." 

*' What had you to do with the dead body then? " gaid the 
Archer. *' You'll see them hanging, in the rear of this gen- 
tleman, like grapes on every tree, and you will have enough to 
do in this country if you go a-gleaning after the hangman. 
However, I will not quit a countryman's cause if I can help it. 
Hark ye. Master Marshals-man, you see this is entirely a mis- 
take. You should have some compassion on so young a trav- 
eller. In our country at home he has not been accustomed to 
see such active proceedings as 3"ours and your master's." 

*' Not for want of need of them. Signer Archer," said Petit- 
Andr6, who returned at this moment. " Stand fast, Trois- 
Eschelles, for here comes the Provost-Marshal ; we shall pres- 
ently see how he will relish having his work taken out of his 
hand before it is finished." 

" And in good time," said the Archer, " here come some of 
my comrades." 

Accordingly, as the Provost Tristan rode up with his patrol 
on one side of the little hill which was the scene of the alterca- 
tion, four or five Scottish Archers came as hastily up on the 
other, and at their head the Balafr6 himself. 

Upon this ui^ency, Lesly showed none of that indifference 
towards his nephew of which Quentin had in his heart accused 
him ; for he no sooner saw his comrade and Durward standing 
upon their defence, than he exclaimed, ^^ Cunningham, I thank 
thee ! Gentlemen, comrades, lend me your aid ! It is a 3'^oung 
Scottish gentleman, my nephew — . Lindesay, Guthrie, Tyrie, 
draw and strike in ! " 

There was now every prospect of a desperate scuffle between 
the parties, who were not so disproportioned in numbers, but 
that the better arms of the Scottish cavaliers gave them an 
equal chance of victory. But the Provost-Marshal, either doubt- 
ing the issue of the conflict, or aware that it would be disagree- 
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able to the King, made a sign to his followers to forbear from 
violence, while he demanded of Balafr6, who now put himself 
forward as the head of the other party, '^ What he, a cavalier 
of the King's Bod3'-gaaixl, purposed by opposing the execution 
of a criminal?" 

*' I deny that I do so," answered the Balafr^. " Saint Mar- 
tin ! there is, I think, some difference between the execution of 
a criminal, and the slaughter of my own nephew ! " 

^' Your nephew may be a criminal as well as another, Signor," 
said the Provost-Marshal ; *^ and every stranger in France is 
amenable to the laws of France." 

*' Yes, but we have privileges, we Scottish Archers," said 
Balafr^ ; " have we not, comrades? " 

'' Yes, yes," they all exclaimed together. ** Privileges ! priv- 
ileges ! Long live King Louis ! Long live the bold Balafr6 ! 
Long live the Scottish Guard ! And death to all who would 
infringe our privileges ! " 

*' Take reason with you, gentlemen cavaliers," said the Pro- 
vost-Marshal ; '^ consider my commission." 

*' We will have no reason at your hand," said Cunningham ; 
*' our own officera shall do us reason. We will be judged by 
the King's grace, or by our own Captain, now that the Lord 
High Constable is not in presence." 

"And we will be hanged by none," said Lindesay, "but 
Sandie Wilson, the auld Marshals-man of our ain body." 

" It would be a positive cheating of Sandie, who is as honest 
a man as ever tied noose upon hemp, did we give way to any 
other proceeding," said the Balafr6. " Were I to be hanged 
myself, no other should tie tippet about my craig." 

" But hear j^e," said the Provost-Marshal ; " this young fel- 
low belongs not to you, and cannot share what you call your 
privileges." 

"What we cdU our privileges, all shall admit to be such," 
said Cunningham. 

" We will not hear them questioned ! " was the universal cry 
of the Archers* 
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'' Ye are mad, my masters," said Tristan THermite. " No 
one disputes your privileges; but this youth is not one of 
you.'' 

"He is my nephew," said the Balafr^, with a triumphant 
air. 

"But no Archer of the Guard, I think," retorted Tristan 
THermite. 

The Archers looked on each other in some uncertainty. 

" Stand to it yet, comrade," whispered Cunningham to Bala- 
fr6. " Say he is engaged with us." 

"Saint Martin! jou say well, fair countryman," answered 
Lesly ; and, raising his voice, swore that he had that day en- 
rolled his kinsman as one of his own retinue. 

This declaration was a decisive argument. 

"It is well, gentlemen," said the Provost Tristan, who was 
aware of the King's nervous apprehension of disaffection creep- 
ing in among his Guards. " You know, as you say, your privi- 
leges, and it is not my duty to have brawls with the King's 
Guards, if it is to be avoided. But I will report this matter for 
the King's own decision ; and I would have you to be aware, 
that, in doing so, I act more mildly than perhaps my duty war- 
rants me." 

So saying, he put his troop into motion, while the Archers, 
remaining on the spot, held a hasty consultation what was next 
to be done. 

"We must report the matter to Lord Crawford, our Captain, 
in the first place, and have the young fellow's name put on the 
roll." 

"I," said Cunningham, "would have thee tell the whole to 
the Devil's Oliver, who is always a good friend to the Scottish 
Guard, and will see Father Louis before the Provost can, for 
he is to shave him to-morrow." 

"But hark you," said Balafr^; "it is ill going to Oliver 
empty-handed, and I am as bare as the birch in December." 

" So are we all," said Cunningham. " Oliver must not scru- 
ple to take our Scottish words for once. We will make up 
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something handsome among us against the next pay-day ; and 
if he expects to share, let me tell yoa, the pay-day will oome 
about all the sooner." ^ 



GHAPTER VI. 

An attendant upon the Archers having been dismounted, 
Quentin Durward was accommodated with his horse, and, in 
company of his martial countrymen, rode at a round pace 
towards the Castle of Plessis, about to become, although on 
his own part involuntarily, an inhabitant of that gloomy fort- 
ress, the outside of which had, that morning, struck him with 
80 much surprise. 

At their approach, the wicket was opened, and the draw- 
bridge fell. One by one they entered ; but when Quentin ap- 
peared, the sentinels crossed their pikes, and commanded him 
to stand, while bows were bent, and harquebusses'^ aimed at 
him from the walls, a rigor of vigilance used, notwithstanding 
that the young stranger came in company of a party of the gar- 
rison, nay, of the very body which furnished the sentinels who 
were then upon duty. 

Le Balafr6, who had remained by his nephew's side on pur- 
pose, gave the necessary explanations, and, after some consid- 
erable hesitation and delay, the youth was conveyed under a 
strong guard to the Lord Crawford's apartment. 

This Scottish nobleman was one of the last relics of the gal- 
lant band of Scottish lords and knights who had so long and so 
truly served Charles VI. in those bloody wars which decided 
the independence of the French crown, and the expulsion of 
the English. The high office which he held in the household 
of Louis, and his own frank and loyal character, had gained a 

^ See Note B, Gypsies or Bohemians. 

s The earliest form of firearms carried in the hand. So called from the 
Italian arc^i5tt«o, a hollow bow. 



60 QXJENTIN DTJBWABD. 

considerable ascendancy over the King, who, though in general 
no ready believer in human virtue or honor, trusted and con- 
fided in those of the Lord Crawford, and allowed him the greater 
influence, because he was never known to interfere, excepting 
in matters which concerned his charge. 

Bala&6 and Cunningham followed Durward and the guard to 
the apartment of their ofllcer, by whose dignified appearance, 
as well as with the respect paid to him by these proud soldiers, 
who seemed to respect no one else, the young man was much 
and strongly impressed. 

Lord Crawford, upon the entrance of these unexpected vis- 
itors, demanded, in his broad national dialect, "What they 
lacked now ?" 

Le Balafr^, with more respect than perhaps he would have 
shown to Louis himself, stated at full length the circumstances 
in which his nephew was placed, and humbly requested his 
Lordship's protection. Lord Crawford listened very atten- 
tively. He could not but smile at the simplicity with which the 
youth had interfered in behalf of the hanged criminal, but he 
shook his head at the account which he received of the rnflLe 
betwixt the Scottish Archers and the Provost-Marshal's guard.* 

" How often," he said, " will you bring me such ill- winded 
pirns to ravel out? How often must I tell 3'ou, and especially 
both you, Ludovic Lesly, and you, Archie Cunningham, that 
the foreign soldier should bear himself modestly and decorously 
towards the people of the country, if 3'ou would not have the 
whole dogs of the town at your heels? However, if you must 
have a bargain,^ I would rather it were with that loon of a Pro- 
vost than any one else ; and I blame you less for this onslaught 
than for other frays that you have made, Ludovic, for it was 
but natural and kind-like to help your young kinsman. This 
simple bairn must come to no skaith neither ; so give me the roll 
of the company yonder down from the shelf, and we will even 
add his name to the troop, that he may enjoy the privileges." 

'* May it please your Lordship — ," said Durward. 

1 See Note C, Scottish Archers. * A quarrel, videlicet. 
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"Is the lad crazed?" exclaimed his nnde. "Would yoo 
speak to his Lordship, without a question asked? " 

" Patience, Ludovic," said Lord Crawford, " and let us hear 
what the bairn has to say.** 

" Only this, if it may please your Lordship," replied Quentin, 
*' that I told my uncle formerly I had some doubts about enter- 
ing this service. I have now to say that they are entirely re- 
moved, since I have seen the noble and experienced commander 
under whom I am to serve; for there is authority in your 
look." 

" Weel said, my bairn,*' said the old Lord, not insensible to 
the compliment; " we have had some experience, had God sent 
us grace to improve by it, both in service and in command. 
There 3'ou stand, Quentin, in our honorable corps of Scottish 
Body-guards, as esquire to your uncle, and serving under his 
lance. I trust you will do well, for you should be a right man- 
at-arms, if all be good that is upcome,^ and you are come of a 
gentle kindred. Ludovic, you will see that your kinsman follow 
his exercise diligently, for we will have spears breaking one of 
these days.** 

"By my hilts, and I am glad of it, my Lord; this peace 
makes cowards of us all. I myself feel a sort of decay of 
spirit, closed up in this dungeon of a castle." 

"Well, a bird whistled in my ear," continued Lord Crawford, 
" that the old banner will be soon dancing in the field again." 

" I will drink a cup the deeper this evening to that very tune," 
said Balafr^. 

" Thou wilt drink to any tune," said Lord Crawford ; " and 
I fear me, Ludovic, you will drink a bitter browst of your own 
brewing one day.** 

Lesly, a little abashed, replied that it had not been his wont 
for many a day ; but his Lordship knew the use of the company, 
to have a carouse to the health of a new comrade. 

" True," said the old leader ; " I had forgot the occasion. I 
will send a few stoups of wine to assist your carouse ; but let it 
1 That is» if yonr courage corresponds with your personal appearance. 
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be over by gnnset. And, hark ye ! let the soldiers for daty be 
carefully pricked off; and see that none of them be more or less 
partakers of your entertainment." 

"Your Lordship shall be lawfully obeyed," said Ludovic, 
" and your health duly remembered." 

" Perhaps," said Lord Crawford, " I may look in myself upon 
your mirth, just to see that ajl is carried decently." 

" Your Lordship shall be most dearly welcome," said Ludovic. 

The banquet was joyous in the highest degree ; and the guests 
gave vent to the whole current of their national partiality on 
receiving into their ranks a recruit from their beloved 'father- 
land. Old Scottish songs were sung, old tales of Scottish 
heroes told, the achievements of their fathers, and the scenes 
in which they were wrought, were recalled to mind; and, for 
a time, the rich plains of Touraine seemed converted into the 
mountainous and steril regions of Caledonia. 

When their enthusiasm was at high flood, and each was 
endeavoring to say something to enhance the dear remembrance 
of Scotland, it received a new impulse from the arrival of Lord 
Crawford. The old Lord, who at first smiled, shook his head, 
and placed the untasted wine-cup before him, began presently, 
as if it were in absence of mind, to sip a little of the contents, 
and in doing so, fortunately recollected that it would be ill luck 
did he not drink a draught to the health of the gallant lad who 
had joined them this day. The pledge was filled, and answered, 
as may be well supposed, with many a joyous shout, when the 
old leader proceeded to acquaint them that he had possessed 
Master Oliver with an account of what had passed that day : 
" And as," he said, " the scraper of chins hath no great love 
for the stretcher of throats, he has joined me in obtaining from 
the King an order, commanding the Provost to suspend all 
proceedings, under- whatever pretence, against Quentin Dur- 
ward ; and to respect, on all occasions, the privileges of the 
Scottish Guard." 

It was now that, while the military ardor of the company 
augmented with each flagon which they emptied, Cunningham 
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called on them to drink the speedy hoisting of the Oriflamme^^ 
(the royal banner of France) .. 

" And a breeze of Burgundy to fan it ! " echoed Lindesay. 

" With all the soul that is left in this worn body do I accept 
the pledge, bairns," echoed Lord Crawford; ''and as old as I 
am, I may see it flutter yet. Hark ye, my mates" (for wine had 
made him somewhat communicative), "ye are all true servants 
to the French crown, and wherefore should ye not know there 
is an envoy come from Duke Charles of Burgundy, with a mes- 
sage of an angry favor." 

"I saw the Count of Crftvecoeur's equipage, horses and 
retinue," said another of the guests, " down at the inn yonder, 
at the Mulberry Grove. They say the King will not admit him 
into the Castle." 

" Now Heaven send him an ungracious answer," said Guthrie ; 
" but what is it he complains of? " 

" A world of grievances upon the frontier," said Lord Craw- 
ford ; " and latterly, that the King hath received under his 
protection a lady of his land, a young Countess, who hath fled 
from Dijon, because, being a ward of the Duke, he would have 
her marry his favorite, Campo-basso." 

" And hath she actually come hither alone, my Lord?" said 
Lindesay. 

" Nay, not altogether alone, but with the old Countess, her 
kinswoman, who hath yielded to her cousin's wishes in this 
matter." 

" And will the King," said Cunningham, " he being the 
Duke's feudal sovereign, interfere between the Duke and his 
ward, over whom Charles hath the same right, which, were he 
himself dead, the King would have over the heiress of Bur- 
gundy?" « 

1 Oriflamme, golden flame ; Latin, Aurea Flamma^ a little square of red 
silk fringed with gold in which had been wrapped the bones of the martyred 
St. Denis kept at the abbey of St. Denis, used as banner by the kings of France. 
The last time it was borne in action was at the battle of Agincourt. 

3 The feudal superior had a right to direct the marriage of his ward, lest 
the property and family influence might faU into the hands of an enemy. 
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" The King will be ruled as he is wont, by rules of policy; 
and you know," continued Crawford, " that he hath not publicly 
received these ladies, nor placed them under the protection of 
his daughters, the Lady of Beaujeau, or the Princess Joan, so, 
doubtless, he will be guided by' circumstances. He is our 
master, but it is no treason to say, he will chase with the 
hounds, and run with the hare, with any Prince in Christen- 
dom." 

" But the Duke of Burgundy understands no such doubling," 
said Cunningham. 

" No," answered the old Lord ; " and, therefore, it is likely 
to make work between them." 

"Well, Saint Andrew father the fray!" said Le Balafr6, 
" I had it foretold me ten, ay, twenty years since, that I was to 
make the fortune of mj'' house by marriage. Who knows what 
may happen, if once we come to fight for honor and ladies' love, 
as they do in the old romaunts ? " 

" Thou name ladies' love, with such a trench in thy visage I " 
said Guthrie. 

"As well not love at all, as love a Bohemian woman of 
Heathenesse," retorted Le Balafr6. 

"Hold there, comrades," said Lord Crawford; "no tilting 
with sharp weapons ; no jesting with keen scoffs ; friends all. 
And for the lady, she is too wealthy to fall to a poor Scottish 
lord, or I would put in my own claim, fourscore years and all, or 
not yevy far from it. But here is her health, nevertheless, for 
they say she is a lamp of beauty." 

" I think I saw her," said another soldier, " when I was upon 
guard this morning at the inner barrier ; but she was more like 
a dark lantern than a lamp, for she and another were brought 
into the Chateau in close litters." 

"Shame! shame! Arnot!" said Lord Crawford ; " a soldier 
on duty should say nought of what he sees. Besides," he 
added after a pause, his own curiosity prevailing over the show 
of discipline which he had thought it necessary to exert, " why 
should these litters contain this very same Countess Isabelle de 
Croye?" 
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" Nay, my lord," replied Arnot, '' I know nothing of it save 
this, that my coutelier was airing my horses in the road to the 
village, and fell in with Dognin the muleteer, who brought back 
the litters to the inn, for they belong to the fellow of the Mul- 
berry Grove yonder, he of the Fleur-de-Lys, I mean ; and so 
Doguin asked Saunders Steed to take a cup of wine, as they 
were acquainted, which he was no doubt willing enough to do — " 

"No doubt, no doubt," said the old Lord; "it is a thing 
I wish were corrected among you, gentlemen; but all your 
grooms, and couteliers, and jackmen, as we should call them in 
Scotland, are but too ready to take a cup of wine with any one. 
It is a thing perilous in war, and must be amended. But, 
Andrew Arnot, this is a long tale of yours, and we will cut it 
with a drink ; as the Highlander says, Skeoch dock nan akial;^ 
and that's good Gaelic. Here is the Countess Isabelle of Croye, 
and a better husband to her than Campo-basso, who is a base 
Italian cullion! And now, Andrew Arnot, what said the 
muleteer to this yeoman of thine?" 

• "Why, he told him in secrecy, if it please your Lordship," 
continued Arnot, " that these two ladies whom he had presently 
before convoyed up to the Castle in the close litters, were great 
ladies, who had been living in secret at his master's house for 
s6me days, and that the King had visited them more than once 
very privately, and had done them great honor ; and that they 
had fled up to the Castle, as be believed, for fear of the Count 
ae Cr^vecoBur, the Duke of Burgundy's ambassador, whose 
approach was just announced by an advanced courier." 

"Ay, Andrew, come you there to me?" said Guthrie; "then 
I win be sworn it was the Countess whose voice I heard singing 
to the lute, as I came even now through the inner court ; the 
sound came from the bay-windows of the Dauphin's Tower; 
and such melody was there as no one ever heard before in the 
Castle of Plessis of the Park. By my faith, I thought it was 
the music of the Fairy Melusina's making. There I stood, 

1 " Cut a tale with a drink ; ** an expression used when a man preaches oyer 
hifl liquor, as bona vivans say in England. 
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though I knew your board was covered, and thai you were all 
impatient ; there I stood, like — " 

*'Like an ass, Johnny Guthrie," said his commander; "thy 
long nose smelling the dinner, thy long ears hearing the music, 
and thy short discretion not enabling thee to decide which of 
them thou didst prefer. Hark ! Is that not the Cathedral bell 
tolling to vespers? Sure it cannot be that time yet? The mad 
old sexton has toll'd even-song an hour too soon." 

" In faith, the bell rings but too justly the hour," said Cun- 
ningham; "yonder the sun is sinking on the west side of the 
fair plain." 

" Ay," said the Lord Crawford, " is it even so ? Well, lads, we 
must live within compass. Fair and soft goes far; slow fire 
makes sweet malt ; to be merry and wise is a sound proverb. 
One other rouse to the weal of old Scotland, and then each man 
to his duty." 

Meanwhile, not a word that was spoken concerning the beauti- 
ful Countess Isabelle had escaped the young Durward, who^ 
conducted into a small cabin, which he was to share with his' 
uncle's page, made his new and lowly abode the scene of much 
high musing. At length the youth's reveries, which had been 
respected by little Will Harper, the companion of his cell, were 
broken in upon by the return of his uncle, who commanded 
Quentin to bed, that he might arise betimes in the morning, and 
attend him to his Majesty's antechamber, to which he was 
called by his hour of duty, along with five of his comrades. 



CHAPTER VII. 

Quentin Durward put on, with the feelings of so young a 
man on such an occasion, the splendid dress and arms apper- 
taining to his new situation ; and his uncle, who looked with 
great accuracy and interest to see that he was completely fitted 
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out in every respect, did not conceal his satisfaction at the im* 
provement which had been thus made in his nephew's appear- 
ance. " If thou dost prove as faithful and bold as thou art 
well favored, I shall have in thee one of the handsomest and 
best esquires in the Guard, which cannot but be an honor to 
thy mother's family. Follow me to the presence-chamber, 
and see thou keep close at my shoulder." 

So saying, he took up a partisan, large, weighty, and beautifully 
inlaid and ornamented, and directing his nephew to assume a 
lighter weapon of a similar description, they proceeded to the 
inner-court of the palace where their comrades, who were to 
form the guard of the interior apartments, were already drawn 
up and under arms, the squires each standing behind their 
masters, to whom they thus formed a second rank. Here were 
also in attendance many yeomen-prickere, with gallant horses 
and noble dogs on which Quentiu looked with such inquisitive 
delight that his uncle was obliged more than once to remind 
him that the animals were not there for his private amusement, 
but for the King's, who had a strong passion for the chase, one 
of the few inclinations which he indulged, even when coming 
in competition with his course of policy ; being so strict a pro- 
tector of the game in the royal forests, that it was currently 
said, you might kill a man with greater impunity than a stag. 

The very few persons who seemed to be there in the character 
of counsellors were mean-looking men, whose countenances 
sometimes expressed sagacity, but whose manners showed they 
were called into a sphere for which their previous education 
and habits had qualified them but indifferently. One or two 
persons, however, did appear to Durward to possess a more 
noble mien, and the strictness of the present duty was not such 
as to prevent his uncle communicating the names of those 
whom he thus distinguished. 

With the Lord Crawford, who was in attendance, dressed in 
the rich habit of his office and holding a leading staff of silver 
in his hand, Quentin, as well as the reader, was already 
acquainted. Among others who seemed of quality, the most 
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remarkable was the Count de Dunois, the son of that celebrated 
Dunois, who, fighting under the banner of Jeanne d'Arc, 
acted such a distinguished part in liberating France from the 
English yoke. His son well supported the high renown which 
had descended to him from such an honored source ; and, not- 
withstanding his connection with the royal family, and his 
hereditary popularity both with the nobles and the people, 
Dunois had upon all ^occasions manifested such an open, frank 
loyalty of character, that he seemed to have escaped all suspicion, 
even on the part of the jealous Louis, who loved to see him near 
his person, and sometimes even called him to his councils. 

Upon the arm of his relation Dunois, walking with a step so 
slow and melancholy that he seemed to rest on his kinsman 
and supporter, came Louis, Duke of Orleans, the first Prince 
of the blood royal (afterwards King, by the name of Louis 
XII.) J and to whom the guards and attendants rendered their 
homage as such. The jealously-watched object of Louis's sus- 
picions, this Prince, who, failing the King's offspring, was heir 
to the kingdom, was not suffered to absent himself from Court, 
and while residing there was alike denied employment and 
countenance. The dejection which his degraded and almost 
captive state naturall}' impressed on the deportment of this 
unfortunate Prince was at this moment greatly increased by 
consciousness that the King meditated, with respect to him, 
one of the most cruel and unjust actions which a tyrant could 
commit, by compelling him to give his hand to the Piincess 
Joan of France, the younger daughter of Louis, to whom he 
had been contracted in infancy, but whose deformed person 
rendered the insisting upon such an agreement an act of 
abominable rigor. 

Very different was the mien of the proud Cardinal and Pre- 
late, John of Balue, the favorite minister of Louis for the time, 
whose rise and character bore as close a resemblance to that of 
Wolsey, as the difference betwixt the crafty and politic Louis 
and the headlong and rash Henry VIII. of England would 
permit. The Cardinal had not escaped the error incidental to 
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those who are suddenly raised to power from an obscure situ- 
ation, for he entertained a strong persuasion, dazzled doubtless 
by the suddenness of his elevation, that his capacity was equal 
to intermeddling with affairs of every kind, even those most 
foreign to his profession and studies. Tall and ungainly in his 
person, he affected gallantry and admiration of the fair sex, 
although his manners rendered his pretensions absurd and his 
profession marked them as indecorous. 

"Is the King aware," said Dunois to the Cardinal, "that 
the Burgundian Envoy is peremptory in demanding an au- 
dience?" 

"He is," answered the Cardinal, "and here, as I think, 
comes the all-sufficient Oliver Dain,^ to let us know the royal 
pleasure." 

As he spoke, a remarkable person, who then divided the 
favor of Louis with the proud Cardinal himself, entered from 
the inner apartment, but without any of that important and 
consequential demeanor which marked the full-blown dignity of 
the churchman. On the contrary, this was* a little, pale, 
meagre man, whose black silk jerkin and hose, without either 
coat, cloak, or cassock, formed a dress ill qualified to set off to 
advantage a very ordinary person. His visage was penetrating 
and quick, although he endeavored to banish such expression 
from his features by keeping his eyes fixed on the ground, 
while, with the stealthy and quiet pace of a cat, he seemed 
modestly rather to glide than to walk through the apartment. 
But though modesty may easily obscure worth, it cannot hide 
court-favor ; and all attempts to steal unperceived through the 
presence-chamber were vain, on the part of one known to have 
such possession of the King's ear as had been attained by his 
celebrated barber and groom of the chamber, Oliver le Dain, 
called sometimes Oliver le Mauvais, and sometimes Oliver le 
Diable, epithets derived from the unscrupulous cunning with 

1 Oliver's name, or nickname, was Le Diable, which was bestowed on him 
by public hatred, in exchange for Le Daim or Le Dain. He was originally the 
King's barber, but alterwards a favorite counsellor. 
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which he assisted in the execution of the schemes of his mas- 
ter's tortuous policy. At present he spoke earnestly for a few 
moments with the Count de Dunois, who instantly left the 
chamber, while the tonsor glided quietly back towards the 
royal apartment, whence he had issued, everyone giving place 
to him, which civility he only acknowleged by the most humble 
inclination of the body. 

Presently Quentin's old acquaintance, Tristan I'Hermite, the 
Provost-Marshal of the royal household, entered the apartment, 
and came straight to the place where Le Balafr^ was posted. 
This formidable officer's uniform, which was very rich, had only 
the effect of making his sinister countenance and "bad mien 
more strikingly remarkable, and the tone which he meant for 
conciliatory was like nothing so much as the growling of a 
bear. The import of his words, however, was more amicable 
than the voice in which thej' were pronounced. He regretted 
the mistake which had fallen between them on the preceding 
daj', and observed it was owing to the Sieur Le Balafr^'s 
nephew not wearing the uniform of his corps, or announcing 
himself as belonging to it, which had led him into the error for 
which he now asked forgiveness. 

Ludovic Lesly made the necessary reply, and as soon as Tris- 
tan had turned away, observed to his nephew, that they had now 
the distinction of having a mortal enemy from henceforward in 
the person of this dreaded officer. "But we are above his 
voUe^; a soldier," said he, " who does his duty, may laugh at 
the Provost-Marshal." 

Meanwhile, Oliver, after he had prowled around the room in 
the stealthy manner which we have endeavored to describe, — 
all, even the highest officers making way for him, and loading 
him with their ceremonious attentions, which his modesty seemed 
desirous to avoid, — again entered the inner apartment, the doors 
of which were presently thrown open, and King Louis entered 
the presence-chamber. 

Quentin, like all others, turned his eyes upon him ; and started 
1 FUght. 
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SO suddenly that he ahnost dropped his weapon, when he i-ecog- 
nized in the King of France, that silk merchant, Maitre Pierre, 
who had been the companion of his morning walk. Singular 
suspicions respecting the real rank of this person had, at differ* 
ent times, crossed his thoughts ; but this, the proved reality, 
was wilder than his wildest conjecture. 

The stern look of his uncle, offended at this breach of the 
decorum of his office, recalled him to himself ; but not a little 
was he astonished when the King, whose quick eye had at once 
discovered him, walked straight to the place where he was 
posted, without taking notice of any one else. " So," he said, 
" young man, I am told 3'ou have been brawling on your first 
arrival in Touraine; but I pardon you, as it was chiefly the fault 
of a foolish old merchant, who thought your Caledonian blood 
required to be heated in the morning with Vin de Beavlne. If 
I can find him, I will make him an example to those who de- 
bauch my Guards. Balafr6," he added, speaking to Lesly, 
^ ' your kinsman is a fair youth, though a fiery. We love to 
cherish such spirits, and mean to make more than ever we did 
of the brave men who are around us. Let the year, day, hour, 
and minute of your nephew's birth be written down, and given 
to Oliver Dain." ^ 

Le Balafr6 bowed to the ground, and reassumed his erect 
military position, as one who would show by his demeanor his 
promptitude to act in the King's quarrel or defence. Quentin, 
in the meantime, recovered from his first surprise, studied the 
King's appearance more attentively, and was surprised to find 
bow differently he now construed his deportment and features 
than he had done at their first interview. 

These were not much changed in exterior, for Louis, always 
a scorner of outward show, wore, on the present occasion, an 
old dark-blue hunting-dress, not much better than the plain ■ 
burgher suit of the preceding day, and garnished with a huge 
rosary of ebony, which had been sent to him by no less a per- 

^ In order that a calculation of his future fortune might be made according 
to the supposed science called " Astrology," or prediction by the stars. 
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sonage than the Grand Seignior, with an attestation that it had 
been used by a Coptic hermit on Mount Lebanon, a personage 
of profound sanctity. And instead of his cap with a single 
image, he now wore a hat, the band of which was garnished 
with at least a dozen of little paltry figures of saints stamped 
in lead. But those eyes, which, according to Quentin's former 
impression, only twinkled with the love of gain, had, now that 
they were known to be the property of an able and powerful 
monarch, a piercing and majestic glance ; and those wrinkles 
on the brow, which he had supposed were formed during a long 
series of petty schemes of commerce, seemed now the furrows 
which sagacity had worn while toiling in meditation upon the 
fate of nations.* 

Presently, after the King's appearance, the Princesses of 
France, with the ladies of their suite, entered the apartment. 
With the eldest, afterwards manned to Peter of Bourbon, and 
known in French history by the name of the Lady of Beaujeau, 
our story has but little to do. She was tall, and rather hand- 
some, possessed eloquence, talent, and much of her father's 
sagacity, who reposed great confidence in her, and loved her as 
well perhaps as he loved any one. 

The younger sister, the unfortunate Joan, the destined bride 
of the Duke of Orleans, advanced timidly by the side of her 
sister, conscious of a total want of those external qualities 
which women are most desirous of possessing, or being thought 
to possess. She was pale, thin, and sickly in her complexion ; 
her shape visibly bent to one side, and her gait so unequal that 
she might be called lame. To complete the picture, it was easy 
to remark, from the Princess's negligence in dress, and the 
timidity of her manner, that she had an unusual and distress- 
ing consciousness of her own plainness of appearance, and did 
not dare to make any of those attempts to mend by manners or 
by art what nature had left amiss, or in any other way to exert 
a power of pleasing. The King (who loved her not) stepped 
hastily to her as she entered. "How now!" he said; "our 
1 Louis XI. was now about forty-five years of age. 
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world-contemning daughter. Are you robed for a hunting- 
party, or for the convent, this morning? Speak ; answer ! " 

*'For which your highness pleases, Sire," said the Princess, 
scarce raising her voice above her breath. 

'' Aye, doubtless, you would persuade me it is j'our desire to 
quit the Court, Joan, and renounce the world and its vanities. 
Ha ! maiden, wouldst thou have it thought that we, the first- 
bora of Holy Church, would refuse our daughter to Heaven? 
Our Lady and Saint Martin forbid we should refuse the offer- 
ing, were it worthy of the altar, or were thy vocation in truth 
thitherward ! " 

So saying, the King crossed himself devoutly, looking, in the 
meantime, as appeared to Quentin, very like a cunning vassal, 
who was depreciating the merit of something which he was 
desirous to keep to himself, in order that he might stand ex- 
cused for not offering it to his chief or superior. "Dares he 
thus pla}' the hypocrite with Heaven," thought Durward, " and 
sport with God and the saints, as he may safely do with men, 
who dare not search his nature too closely? " 

Louis meantime resumed, after a moment's mental devotion, 
*' No, fair daughter, I and another know your real mind better. 
Ha! fair cousin of Orleans, do we not? Approach, fair sir, 
and lead this devoted vestal of oura to her horse." 

Orleans started when the King spoke, and hastened to obey 
him ; but with such precipitation of step and confusion, that 
Louis called out, " Nay, cousin, rein your gallantry, and look 
before you. Why, what a headlong matter a gallant's haste is 
on some occasions 1 You had well-nigh taken Anne's hand in- 
stead of her sister's. Sir, must I give Joan's to you myself?" 

The unhappy Prince looked up, and shuddered like a child, 
when forced to touch something at which it has instinctive 
horror; then, making an effort, took the hand which the Prin- 
cess neither gave nor yet withheld. As they stood, her cold, 
damp fingers enclosed in his trembling hand, with their eyes 
looking on the ground, it would have been difficult to say which 
of these two youthful beings was rendered more utterly miser- 
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able, — the Duke, who felt himself fettered to the object of his 
aversion by bonds which he durst not tear asunder, or the un- 
fortunate young woman, who too plainly saw that she was an 
object of abhorrence to him, to gain whose kindness she would 
willingly have died. 

"And now to horse, gentlemen and ladies. We will our- 
selves lead forth our daughter of Beaujeau," said the King ; 
" and God's blessing and Saint Hubert's be on our morning's 
sport ! " 

" I am, I fear, doomed to interrupt it, sire," said the Compte 
de Dunois. "The Burgundian Envoy is before the gates of 
the Castle, and demands an audience." 

" Demands an audience, Dunois? " replied the King. " Did 
you not answer him, as we sent 3^ou word by Oliver, that we 
were not at leisure to see him to-day, and that to-morrow was 
the festival of Saint Martin, which, please Heaven, we would 
disturb by no earthly thoughts ; and that on the succeeding day 
we were designed for Amboise, but that we would not fail to 
appoint him as early an audience, when we returned, as our 
pressing affairs would permit? " 

" All this I said," answered Dunois ; "but yet, sire — " 

" Pasgues-diew / man, what is it that thus sticks in thy 
throat? " said the King. " This Burgundian's terms must have 
been hard of digestion." 

"Know then, sire," replied Dunois, "that the Count of 
Cr^vecoeur tarries below, with his retinue of pursuivants and 
trumpets, and says, that since your majesty refuses him the 
audience which his master has instructed him to demand, upon 
matters of most pressing concern, he will remain there till mid- , 
night, and accost your Majesty at whatever hour you are pleased 
to issue from your Castle, whether for business, exercise, or 
devotion ; and that no consideration, except the use of abso- 
lute force, shall compel him to desist from this resolution." 

"He is a fool," said the King, with much composure. 
"Does the hot-headed Hainaulter think it any penance for a 
man of sense to remain for twenty-four hours quiet within the 
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walls of his Castle, when he hath the affairs of a kingdom to 
occupy him? These impatient coxcombs think that all men^ 
like themselves, are miserable, save when in saddle and stirrup. 
Let the dogs be put up and well looked to, gentle Dunois. 
We will hold council to-day, instead of hunting." 

" My liege," answered Dunois, " you will not thus rid your- 
self of Cr^vecoeur ; for his master's instructions are, that if he 
hath not this audience which he demands, he shall nail his 
gauntlet to the palisades before the Castle, in token of mortal 
defiance on the part of his master ; shall renounce the Duke's 
fealty to France, and declare instant war." 

''Ay," said Louis, without any perceptible alteration of 
voice, but frowning until his piercing dark eye became almost 
invisible under his shaggy eyebrows, " is it even so? Will our 
ancient vassal prove so masterful ; our dear cousin treat us thus 
unkindly ? Nay, then, Dunois, we must unfold the Oriflammey 
and cry Dennis Montjoye / " ^ 

"Marry and amen, and in a most happy hour!" said the 
martial Dunois ; and the guards in the hall, unable to resist the 
same impulse, stirred each upon his post, so as to produce a low 
bnt distinct sound of clashing arms. The King cast his eye 
proudly around, and, for a moment, thought and looked like his 
heroic father. 

But the excitement of the moment presently gave way to the 
host of political considerations, which, at that conjuncture, 
rendered an open breach with Burgundy so peculiarly perilous. 
So that, after a deep pause, when I^uis again spoke, although 
in the same tone, it was with an altered spirit. " But God 
forbid," he said, "that aught less than necessity should make 
us, the Most Christian King,^ give 'cause to the effusion of 
Christian blood, if anything short of dishonor may avert such 
a calamity. We tender our subjects' safety dearer than the 
raffle which our own dignity may receive from the rude breath 
of a malapert ambassador, who hath perhaps exceeded the 

1 The war^ry of the kings of France. 

3 The title of Most Christian was given to the kings of France' 
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errand with which he was charged. Admit the envoy of Bur- 
gundj' to our presence." 

" Beati padfici" ^ said the Cardinal Balue. 

"True; and your eminence knoweth that they who humble 
themselves shall be exalted," added the King. 

The Cardinal spoke an Amen, to which few assented ; for 
even the pale cheek of Orleans kindled with shame, and Bala- 
fr6 suppressed his feelings so little as to let the butt-end of his 
partisan fall heavily on the floor, — a movement of impatience 
for which he underwent a bitter reproof from the Cardinal, with 
a lecture on the mode of handling his arms when in presence 
of the Sovereign. The King himself seemed unusually embar- 
rassed at the silence around him. "You are pensive, Dunois," 
he said. " You disapprove of our giving way to this hot-headed 
envoy." 

" By no means," said Dunois ; " I meddle not with matters 
beyond my sphere. I was but thinking of asking a boon of 
your Majest3\" 

" A boon, Dunois ; what is it? You are an unfrequent suitor, 
and may count on our favor." 

" I would, then, your Majesty would send me to Evreux to 
regulate the clergy," said Dunois, with military frankness. 

"That were indeed beyond thy sphere," replied the King, 
smiling. 

" I might order priests as well," replied the Count, " as my 
Lord Bishop of Evreux, or my Lord Cardinal, if he likes the 
title better, can exercise the soldiers of your Majesty's guard." 

The King smiled again, and more mysteriously, while he 
whispered Dunois, " The time may come when you and I will 
regulate the priests togethet. But this is for the present a good 
conceited animal of a Bishop. Ah, Dunois ! Rome, Rome puts 
him and other burdens upon us. But patience, cousin, and 
shuffle the cards till our hand is a stronger one." 

The Count of Cr^vecoeur, a renowned and undaunted war- 
rior, entered the apartment ; and, contrary to the usage among 
1 Blessed are the peace-makers. 
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the env03's of friendly powers, he appeared all armed, except- 
ing his head, in a gorgeous suit of the most superb Milan 
armor, made of steel, inlaid and embossed with gold, which 
was wrought into the fantastic taste called the Arabesque. 
Around his neck, and over his polished cuirass, hung his mas- 
ter's order of the Golden Fleece, one of the most honored asso- 
ciations of chivalry then known in Christendom. A handsome 
page bore his helmet behind him ; a herald preceded him, bear- 
ing his letters of credence, which he offered on his knee to the 
King ; while the ambassador himself paused in the midst of the 
hall, as if to give all present time to admire his lofty look, com- 
manding stature, and undaunted composure of countenance and 
manner. The rest of his attendants waited in the antechamber 
or court-jard. 

" Approach, Seignior Count de Cr^vecoeur," said Louis, after 
a moment's glance at his commission ; "we need not our cousin's 
letters of credence, either to introduce to us a warrior so well 
known, or to assure us of your highly deserved credit with your 
master. We trust that your fair partner, who shares some of 
our ancestral blood, is in good health. Had you brought her 
in your hand. Seignior Count, we might have thought you wore 
your armor, on this unwonted occasion, to maintain the superi- 
ority of her charms against the amorous chivalry of France. 
As it is, we cannot guess the reason of this complete panoply." 

" Sire," replied the ambassador, " the Count of Cr^vecoeur 
must lament his misfortune, and entreat your forgiveness, that 
he cannot, on this occasion, reply with such humble deference 
as is due to the royal courtesy with which your Majesty has 
honored him. But, although it is only the voice of Philip 
Cr^vecoBur de Cordis which speaks, the words which he utters 
must be those of his gracious Lord and Sovereign the Duke of 
Burgundy." 

"And what has Cr^vecoeur to say in the words of Bur- 
gundy?" said Louis, with an assumption of suflBcient dignity. 
" Yet hold ! Remember that in this presence, Philip de Crdve- 
CGBur de Cordis speaks to him who is his sovereign's sovereign." 
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Cr^vecoeur bowed, and then spoke aloud : " King of France, 
the mighty Duke of Burgundy once more sends you a written 
schedule of the wrongs and oppressions committed on his fron- 
tiers by your Majesty's garrisons and officers ; and the first 
point of inquiry is, whether it is your Majesty's purpose to 
make him amends for these injuries? " 

The King, looking slightly at the memorial which the herald 
delivered to him upon his knee, said: ''These matters have 
been already long before our Council. Of the injuries com- 
plained of, some are in requital of those sustained by my sub- 
jects, some are affirmed without any proof, some have been 
retaliated by the Duke's garrisons and soldiers; and if there 
remain any which fall under none of these predicaments, we 
are not, as a Christian prince, averse to make satisfaction for 
wrongs actually sustained by our neighbor, though committed 
not only without our countenance, but against our express 
order." 

"I will convey your Majesty's answer," said the ambas- 
sador, " to my most gracious master." 

" My master's next demand, is that your Majesty will cease 
your secret and underhand dealings with his towns of Ghent, 
Liege, and Malines. He requests that your Majesty will recall 
the secret agents, by whose means the discontents of his good 
citizens of Flanders are inflamed ; and dismiss from 3'our 
Majesty's dominions, or rather deliver up to the condign pun- 
ishment of their liege lord, those traitorous fugitives who, 
having fled from the scenes of their machinations, have found 
too ready a refuge in Paris, Orleans, Tours, and other French 
cities." 

" Say to the Duke of Burgundy," replied the King, " that I 
know of no such indirect practices as those with which he 
injuriously charges me ; that my subjects of France have fre- 
quent intercourse with the good cities of Flanders, for the 
purpose of mutual benefit by free traffic, which it would be as 
much contrary to the Duke's interest as mine to interrupt ; and 
that many Flemings have residence in my kingdom and enjoy 
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the protection of ray laws for the same purpose ; but none, to 
our knowledge, for those of treason or mutiny against the Duke. 
Proceed with your message ; j'ou have heard ray answer." 

*' As formerly, sire, with pain," replied the Count of Cr^ve- 
coBur; "it not being of that direct or explicit nature which 
the Duke, my master, will accept, in atonement for a long train 
of secret machinations, not the less certain though now dis- 
avowed by your Majesty. But I proceed with my messf^e. 
The Duke of Burgundy farther requires the King of France to 
send back to his dominions without delay, and under a secure 
safeguard, the persons of Isabelle, Countess of Croye, and of 
her relation and guardian the Countess Hameline, of the same 
family ; in respect the said Countess Isabelle, being, by law of 
the country and the feudal tenure of her estates, the ward of 
the said Duke of Burgundy, hath fled from his dominions, and 
from the charge which he, as a careful guardian, was willing to 
extend over her, and is here maintained in secret b}^ the King 
of France, and b}'^ him fortified in her contumacy to the Duke, 
her natural lord and guardian, contrary to the laws of God and 
man as they ever have been acknowleged in civilized Europe. 
Once more I pause for your Majesty's reply." 

"' You did well. Count de Cr^vecoeur," said Louis, scornfully, 
"to begin your embassy at an early hour; for if it be your 
purpose to call me to account for every vassal whom your mas- 
ter's heady passion may .have driven from his dorainions, the 
bead-roin may last till sunset. Who can affirm that these 
ladies are in my dominions? Who can presume to say, if it be 
so, that I have either countenanced their flight hither, or have 
received them with offers of protection? Nay, who is it will 
assert that, if they are in France, their place of retirement is 
within my knowledge ? " 

"Sire," said Crdvecoeur, "may it please your Majesty, I 
was provided with a witness on this subject, — one who beheld 
these fugitive ladies in the inn called Fleur-de-Lys, not far 
from this Castle ; one who saw your Majesty in their company, 

1 list. 
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though under the unworth}* disguise of a burgess of Tours; 
one who received from them, in your royal presence, messages 
and letters to their friends in Flanders, — all which he conveyed 
to the hand and ear of the Duke of Burgundy." 

'' Bring him forward," said the King ; " place the man before 
my face who dares maintain these palpable falsehoods." 

" You speak in triumph, my lord ; for jou are well aware that 
this witness no longer exists. When he lived, he was called 
Zamet Magraubin, b}' birth one of those Bohemian wanderers. 
He was j-esterday, as I have learned, executed bj- a party 
of your Majesty's Provost-Marshal, to prevent, doubtless, his 
standing here to verify what he said of this matter to the Duke 
of Burgundy, in presence of his Council and of me, Philip 
Cr^vecoBur de Cordis." 

" Now, by our Lady of Embrun ! " said the King, " so gross 
are these accusations, and so free of consciousness am I of 
aught that approaches them, that, by the honor of a King, I 
laugh rather than am wroth at them. My Provost-guard daily 
put to death, as is their duty, thieves and vagabonds ; and is 
my crown to be slandered with whatever these thieves and vag- 
abonds may have said to our hot cousin of Burgundy and his 
wise counsellors ! I pray you, tell my kind cousin, if he loves 
such companions, he had best keep them in his own estates, for 
here they are like to meet short shrift and a tight cord." 

" My master needs no such subjects. Sir King," answered 
the Count, in a tone more disrespectful than he had yet per- 
mitted himself to make use of; " for the noble Duke uses not 
to inquire of witches, wandering Egyptians, or others, upon the 
destiny and fate of his neighbors and allies." 

"We have had patience enough and to spare," said the 
King, interrupting him ; " and since thy sole errand here seems 
to be for the purpose of insult, we will send some one in our 
name to the Duke of Burgundy, convinced, in thus demeaning 
thyself toward us, thou hast exceeded thy commission, what- 
ever that may have been." 

" On the contrary," said Cr^vecoeur, "I have not yet acquitted 
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myself of it. Hearken, Louis of Valois, King of France; 
hearken, nobles and gentlemen, who may be present ; hearken, 
all good and true men ; and thou, Toison d'Or," * make procla- 
mation after me. I, Philip Cr^vecoeur of Cordis, Count of the 
Empire and Knight of the honorable and princely Order of the 
G^olden Fleece, in the name of the most puissant Lord and 
Prince, Charles, by the grace of God, Duke of Burgundy and 
Lotharingia, of Brabant, and Limbourg, of Luxembourg, and 
of Gueldres, do give you, Louis, King of France, openly to 
know that you, having refused to remedy the various griefs, 
wrongs, and offences, done and wrought by you, or by and 
through your aid, suggestion, and instigation, against the said 
Duke and his jioving subjects, he, by my mouth, renounces all 
allegiance and fealty towards your crown and dignity; pro- 
nounces you false and faithless; and defies you as a Prince 
and as a man. There lies my gage, in evidence of what I have 
said." 

So saying, he plucked the gauntlet off his right hand, and 
flung it down on the floor of the hall.^ 

Until this last climax of audacity, there had been a deep 
silence in the royal apartment during the extraordinary scene ; 
but no sooner had the clash of the gauntlet when cast down 
been echoed by the deep voice of Toison d'Or, the Burgundian 
herald, with the ejaculation, "Vive Boui^ogne ! " than there 
was a general tumult. While Dunois, Orleans, old Lord Craw- 
ford, and one or two others, whose rank authorized their inter- 
ference, contended which should lift up the gauntlet, the others 
in the hall exclaimed, " Strike him down! cut him to pieces! 
Comes he here to insult the King of France in his own palace I " 

But the King appeased the tumult by exclaiming in a voice 
like thunder, which overawed and silenced every other sound, 
' ' Silence, my lieges ! lay not a hand on the man, not a finger on 
the gage ! And you. Sir Count, of what is your life composed or 
how is it warranted, that you thus place it on the cast of a die 

1 Golden Fleece. Title of the Chief Herald of Burgundy. 

2 In formal challenge to battle. 
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SO perilous? Or is your Duke made of a different metal from 
other princes, since he thus asserts his pretended quarrel in a 
manner so unusual ? " 

" He is indeed framed of a different and more noble metal 
than the other princes of Europe," said the undaunted Count of 
Crdvecoeur; " for when not one of them dared to give shelter 
to you — to you, I saj'^. King Louis — when 3'ou were yet only 
Dauphin, an exile from France and pursued b}' the whole bitter- 
ness of your father's revenge and the power of all his kingdom, 
you were received and protected like a brother by my noble 
master, whose generosity of disposition j'ou have so grossly 
misused. Farewell, sire, my mission is discharged." 

So saj'ing, the Count de Cr^vecoeur left the apartment 
abruptly, and without farther leave-taking. 

"After him — after him — take up the gauntlet and after 
him I " said the King. " I mean not you, Dunois, nor you, my 
Lord of Crawford, who, methinks, may be too old for such hot 
frays ; nor you. Cousin of Orleans, who are too young for them. 
My Lord Cardinal, my Lord Bishop or Auxerre, it is your holy 
office to make peace among princes. Do you lift the gauntlet 
and remonstrate with Count Crdvecoeur on the sin he has com- 
mitted in thus insulting a great monarch in his own Court and 
forcing us to bring the miseries of war upon his kingdom and 
that of his neighbor." 

Upon this direct personal appeal, the Cardinal Balue pro- 
ceeded to lift the gauntlet with such precaution as one would 
touch an adder, so great was apparently his aversion to this 
symbol of war, and presently left the royal apartment to hasten 
after the challenger. 

Louis paused and looked round the circle of his courtiers, 
most of whom, except such as we have already distinguished, 
being men of low birth and raised to their rank in the King's 
household for other gifts than courage or feats of arms, looked 
pale on each other, and had obviously received an unpleasant 
impression from the scene which had been just acted. 

'* I will not," said the King, " give way, Dunois, to the head- 
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long impetuosity which, on some punctilio of chivalry, would 
wreck yourselves, the throne, France, and all. There is not 
one of you who knows not how precious every hour of peace is 
at this moment, when so necessarj- to heal the wounds of a dis- 
tracted country ; yet there is not one of you who would not 
rush into war on account of a tale of a wandering gipsy, or 
some errant damosel whose reputation, perhaps, is scarce 
higher. Here comes the Cardinal, and we trust with more 
pacific tidings. How now, my Lord, have you brought the Count 
to reason and to temper?" 

" Sire," said Balue, " my task hath been diflScult. I put it 
to yonder proud Count how he dared to use towards your Maj- 
esty the presumptuous reproach with which his audience had 
broken up, and which must be understood as proceeding, not 
from his master, but from his own insolence, and as placing 
him therefore in your Majesty's discretion for what penalty you 
might think proper." 

"You said right," replied the King; "and what was his 
answer?" 

" The Count," continued the Cardinal, " had at that moment 
his foot in the stirrup ready to mount, and on hearing my ex- 
postulation, he turned his head without altering his position. 
'Had I,' said he, ' been fifty leagues distant and had heard by 
report that a question vituperative of my Prince had been 
asked by the King of France, I had, even at that distance, 
instantly mounted and returned to disburden my mind of the 
answer which I gave him but now.' " 

" I said, sirs," said the King, turning around without any 
show of angry emotion, "that in the Count Philip of Cr^ve- 
coeur, our cousin, the Duke, possesses as worthy a servant as 
ever rode at a prince's right hand. — But j^ou prevailed with 
him to stay?" 

" To stay twenty-four hours, and in the meanwhile to receive 
again his gage of defiance," said the Cardinal; "he has dis- 
mounted at the Fleur-de-Lj^s." 

" See that he be nobly attended and cared for, at our charges," 



84 QUENTIN DURWABD. 

said the King ; " such a servant is a jewel in a prince's crown. 
Twenty-four hours ? " he added, muttering to himself, and look- 
ing as if he were stretching his eyes to see into futurity ; "twenty- 
four hours ? 'Tis of the shortest. Yet twenty-four hours, ably 
and skilfully employed, may be worth a year in the hand of in- 
dolent or incapable agents. — Well 1 To the forest, to the forest, 
my gallant lords I — Orleans, my fair kinsman, lay aside that 
modesty, though it becomes you ; mind not my Joan's coyness. 
The Loire may as soon avoid mingling with the Cher, as she 
from favoring your suit, or you from preferring it," he added, 
as the unhappy prince moved slowly on after his betrothed bride. 
*' And now for your boar-spears, gentlemen ; for Allegre, my 
pricker, hath harbored one that will try both dog and man. 
Dunois, lend me your spear. Take mine ; it is too weighty for 
me ; but when did you complain of such a fault in your lance ? 
— To horse, to horse, gentlemen !" 
And all the chase rode on. 



CHAPTER Vin. 

All the experience which the Cardinal had been able to col- 
lect of his master's disposition, did not, upon the present occa- 
sion, prevent his falling into a great error of policy. His van- 
ity induced him to think that he had been more successful in 
prevailing upon the Count of Cr^vecceur to remain at Tours, 
than any other moderator whom the King might have employed, 
would, in all probability, have been. And as he was well aware 
of the importance which Louis attached to the postponement of 
a war with the Duke of Burgundy, he could not help showing 
that he conceived himself to have rendered the King great and 
acceptable service. He pressed nearer to the King's person 
than he was wont to do, and endeavored to engage him in con- 
versation on the events of the morning. 
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Hurried away, as the most cantious sometimes are, by the 
self-satisfied humor of the moment, the Cardinal continued to 
ride on the King's right hand, turning the discourse, whenever 
it was possible, upon CrdvecoBur and his embassy; which, 
although it might be the matter at that moment most in the 
King's thoughts, was nevertheless precisely that which he was 
least willing to converse onT At length Louis, who had lis- 
tened to him with attention, yet without having returned any 
answer which could tend to prolong the conversation, signed to 
Dunois, who rode at no great distance, to come up on the other 
side of his horse. 

*' We came hither for sport and exercise," said he, " but the 
reverend Father here would have us hold a council of state." 

^^I hope your Highness will excuse my assistance," said 
Dunois ; " I am born to fight the battles of France, and have 
heart and hand for that, but I have no head for her councils.'* 

"My Lord Cardinal hath a head turned for nothing else, 
Dunois," answered Louis. "He hath confessed Cr^vecoeur at 
the Castle-gate, and he hath communicated to us his whole 
shrift. Said you not the whole?" he continued, with an em- 
phasis on the word, and a glance at the Cardinal, which shot 
from betwixt his long dark eyelashes, as a dagger gleams when 
it leaves the scabbard. 

The Cardinal trembled as, endeavoring to reply to the King's 
jest, he said, "That, though his order were obliged to conceal 
the secrets of their penitents in general, there was no sigillum 
confessionis^ which could not be melted at his Majesty's breath." 

"And as his Eminence," said the King, "is ready to com- 
municate the secrets of others to us, he naturally expects that 
we should be equally communicative to him ; and, in order to 
get upon this reciprocal footing, he is very reasonably desirous 
to know if these two ladies of Croye be actually in our terri- 
tories. We are sorry we cannot indulge his curiosity, not our- 
selves knowing in what precise place errant damsels, disguised 
princesses, distressed countesses, may lie leaguer within our 
1 Seal of confession. 
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dominions, which are, we thank God and Our Lady of Embran, 
rather too extensive for us to answer easily his Eminence's most 
reasonable inquiries. But supposing they were with us, what 
say you, Dunois, to our cousin's peremptory demand?" 

" I will answer you, my Lord, if you will tell me in sincerity, 
whether you want war or peace," replied Dunois, with a frank- 
ness which, while it arose out of his own native openness and 
intrepidity of character, made him from time to time a consid- 
erable favorite with Louis, who, like all astucious persons, was 
as desirous of looking into the hearts of others as of conceal- 
ing his own. 

*' By my halidome," said he ; ''I should be as well contented 
as thyself, Dunois, to tell thee my purpose, did I myself but 
know it exactly. But say I declared for war, what should I do 
with this beautiful and wealthy young heiress, supposing her to 
be in my dominions ? " 

** Bestow her in marriage on one of your own gallant follow- 
ers, who has a heart to love, and an arm to protect her," said 
Dunois. 

" Upon thyself, ha ! " said the King. " Thou art more politic 
than I took thee for, with all th^' bluntness." 

'' Nay, sire," answered Dunois, '' I am aught except politic. 
By our Lady of Orleans, I come to the point at once, as I ride 
my horse at the ring. Your Majesty owes the house of Orleans 
at least one happy marriage." 

" And I will pay it, Count, I will pay it ! See you not yon- 
der fair couple ? " 

The King pointed to the unhappy Duke of Orleans and the 
Princess, who, neither daring to remain at a greater distance 
from the King, nor in his sight appear separate from each other, 
were riding side by side, yet with an interval of two or three 
yards'betwixt them, a space which timidity on the one side, and 
aversion on the other, prevented them from diminishing, while 
neither dared to increase it. 

"But to the devil with the discourse, for the boar is unhar- 
bored. Lay on the dogs, in the name of the holy Saint Hubert ! 
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Ha! ha I tra-la-la-lira-la! " And the King's horn rung mer- 
rily through the woods, as he pushed forward on the chase, fol- 
lowed by two or three of his guards, amongst whom was our 
friend Quentin Durward. And here it was remarkable, that, 
even in the keen prosecution of his favorite sport, the King, in 
indulgence of his caustic disposition, found leisure to amuse 
himself by tormenting Cardinal Balue. 

The gallant horses, which he purchased at almost any price, 
were totally insensible to the dignity of carrying a Cardinal, 
and paid no more respect to him than they would have done to 
his father, the carter, miller, or tailor, whom he rivalled in 
horsemanship. The King knew this, and by alternately excit- 
ing and checking his own horse, he brought that of the Car- 
dinal, whom he kept close by his side, into such a state of 
mutiny against his rider, that it became apparent they must 
soon part company ; and then, in the midst of its starting, bolt- 
ing, rearing, and lashing out, alternately, the royal tormentor 
rendered the rider miserable, by questioning him upon many 
affairs of importance, and hinting his purpose to take that 
opportunity of communicating to him some of those secrets of 
state, which the Cardinal had but a little while before seemed 
BO anxious to learn. ^ 

A more awkward situation could hardly be imagined, than 
that of a privy-counsellor forced to listen to and reply to his 
sovereign, while each fresh gambade of his unmanageable 
horse placed him in a new and more precarious attitude — his 
violet robe flying loose in every direction, and nothing securing 
him from an instant and perilous fall, save the depth of the 
saddle, and its height before and behind. 

On the present occasion, the short violet-colored gown of 
the Cardinal, which he used as a riding-dress (having changed 
his long robes before he left the Castle) , his scarlet stockings, 
and scarlet hat, with the long strings hanging down, together 
with his utter helplessness, gave infinite zest to his exhibition 
of horsemanship. 

1 See Note D, the Cardinal Balae. 
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At last he fell, and the King, as he passed, said to Dunois, 
*' Yonder lies liis Eminence low enough. He is no great hunts- 
man, though for a fisher (when a secret is to be caught), he 
may match Saint Peter himself. He has, however, for once, I 
think, met with his match." 

The Cardinal did not hear the woi-ds, but the scornful look 
with which they were spoken led him to suspect their general 
import. The devil is said to seize such opportunities of 
temptation as was now afforded by the passions of Balue, 
bitterly moved as the}' had been by the scorn of the King. 
The momentary fright was over so soon as he had assured him- 
self that his fall was harmless ; but mortified vanity and resent- 
ment against his Sovereign, had a much longer influence on his 
feelings. 

After all the chase had passed him, a single cavalier, who 
seemed rather to be a spectator than a partaker of the sport, 
rode up with one or two attendants and expressed no small 
surprise to find the Cardinal upon the ground, without a horse or 
attendants, and in such a plight as plainly showed the nature of 
the accident which had placed him there. To dismount and 
offer his assistance in this predicament; to cause one of his 
attendants resign a staid and quiet palfrey for the Cardinal's 
use; to express his surprise at the customs of the French 
Court, which thus permitted them to abandon to the dangers of 
the chase, and forsake in his need their wisest statesman, were the 
natural modes of assistance and consolation which so strange a 
rencontre supplied to Cr^vecoeur, for it was the Burgundian 
ambassador who came to the assistance of the fallen Cardinal. 

He found the minister in a lucky time and humor for 
essaying some of those practices on his fidelity, to which it was 
well known that Balue had the criminal weakness to listen. 

On the present occasion, he hastily requested Cr^vecoeur to 
separate from him, lest they should be observed, but appointed 
him a meeting for the evening in the Abbey of Saint Martin's 
at Tours, after vesper service ; and that in a tone which assured 
the Burgundian that his master had obtained an advantage 
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hardly to have been hoped for, except in such a moment of 
exasperation. 

In the meanwhile, Louis, who, though the most politic prince of 
his time, upon this, as on other occasions, had suffered his pas- 
sions to interfere with his prudence, followed contentedly the 
chase of the wild boar, which was now come to an interesting 
point. 

It had so happened that a sounder (i.e. in the language of 
the period, a boar of only two 5"ears old) had crossed the track of 
the proper object of the chase, and withdrawn in pursuit of him 
all the dogs (except two or three couple of old stanch hounds) , 
and the greater part of the huntsmen. The King saw, with 
internal glee, Dunois as well as others, follow upon this false 
scent, and enjoyed in secret the thought of triumphing over 
that accomplished knight in the art of venerie, which was then 
thought almost as glorious as war. Louis was well mounted, 
and followed close on the hounds, so that, when the original 
boar turned to bay in a marshy piece of ground, there was no 
one near him but the King himself. 

Louis showed all the bravery and expertness of an experienced 
huntsman ; for, unheeding the danger, he rode up to the tremen- 
dous animal, which was defending itself with fury against the 
dogs, and struck him with the boar spear ; yet, as the horse shj^ed 
from the boar, the blow was not so effectual as either to kill or 
disable him. No effort could prevail on the horse to charge a 
second time ; so that the King, dismounting, advanced on foot 
against the furious animal, holding naked in his hand one of 
those short, sharp, straight and pointed swords which huntsmen 
used for such encounters. The boar instantly quitted the dogs 
to rush on his human enemy, while the King, taking his 
station and posting himself firmly, presented the sword with 
the purpose of aiming it at the boar's throat or rather chest, 
within the collar-bone ; in which case the weight of the beast 
and the impetuosity of its career, would have served to accel- 
erate its own destruction. But, owing to. the wetness of the 
ground, the King's foot slipped just as this delicate and per- 
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ilous manoeuvre ought to have been accomplished, so that the 
point of the sword encountered the cuirass of bristles on the 
outside of the creature's shoulder, glanced off without making 
any impression, and Louis fell flat on the ground. This was so 
far fortunate for the Monarch, because the animal, owing to 
the King's fall, missed his blow in his turn, and in passing only 
rent with his tusk the King's short hunting-cloak, instead of 
ripping up his thigh. But when, after running a little ahead in 
the fury of his course, the boar turned to repeat his attack on 
the King at the moment when he was rising, the life of Louis 
was in imminent danger. At this critical moment, Quentin 
Durward, who had been thrown out in the chase by the slow- 
ness of his horse, but who, nevertheless, had luckily distin- 
guished and followed the blast of the King's horn, rode up 
and transfixed the animal with his spear. 

The King, who had by this time recovered his feet, came in 
turn to Durward*s assistance, and cut the animal's throat with 
his sword. Before speaking a word to Quentin, he measured 
the huge creature not only by paces, but even by feet ; then 
wiped the sweat from his brow, and the blood from his 
hands; then took off his hunting cap, hung it on a bush, 
and devoutly made his orisons to the little leaden images which 
it contained; and at length, looking upon Durward, said to 
him, " Is it thou, my young Scot? thou hast begun thy wood- 
craft well, and Maitre Pierre owes thee as good entertainment 
as he gave thee at the Fleur-de-Lys yonder. Why dost thou 
not speak? Thou hast lost thy forwardness and fire, methinks, 
at the Court, where others find both." 

Quentin, as shrewd a youth as ever Scottish breeze breathed 
caution into, had imbibed more awe than confidence towards his 
dangerous master, and was far too wise to embrace the perilous 
permission of familiarity which he seemed thus invited to use. 
He answered in very few and well-chosen words, that if he 
ventured to address his Majesty at all, it could be but to crave 
pardon for the rustic boldness with which he had conducted 
himself when ignorant of his high rank. 
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" Tush ! man," said the King ; " I forgive thy sauciness for 
th}' spirit and shrewdness. I admired how near thou didst hit 
upon my gossip Tristan's occupation. You have nearly tasted 
of his handiwork since, as I am given to understand. I bid 
thee beware of him ; he is a merchant who deals in rough 
bracelets and tight necklaces. Help me to my horse. I like 
thee and will do thee good. Build on no man's favor but mine, 
not even on thine uncle's or Lord Crawford's, and say nothing 
of thy timely aid in this matter of the boar ; for if a man makes 
boast that he has served a King in such a pinch, he must take 
the braggart humor for its own recompense." 

The King then winded his horn, which brought up Dunois 
and several attendants, whose compliments he received on the 
slaughter of such a noble animal without scrupling to appro- 
priate a much greater share of merit than actually belonged to 
him ; for he mentioned Durwai*d's assistance as slightly as a 
sportsman of rank, who, in boasting of the number of birds which 
he has bagged, does not always dilate upon the presence and 
assistance of the gamekeeper. He then ordered Dunois to see 
that the boar's carcass was sent to the brotherhood of Saint 
Martin, at Tours, to mend their fare on holidays, and that they 
might remember the King in their private devotions. 

"" And," said Louis, *' who hath seen his Eminence my Lord 
Cardinal ? Methinks it were but poor courtesy and cold regard 
to Holy Church, to leave him afoot here in the forest." 

" May it please you. Sire," said Quentin, when he saw that 
all were silent, ''I saw his Lordship the Cardinal accommo- 
dated with a horse, on which he left the forest." 

"Heaven cares for its own," replied the King. "Set for- 
ward to the Castle, my lords ; we'll hunt no more this morning, 
** You, Sir Squire," addressing Quentin, " reach me my wood- 
knife ; it has dropt from the sheath beside the quarry there. 
Kide on, Dunois ; I follow instantly." 

Louis, whose lightest motions were often conducted like 
stratagems, thus gained an opportunity to ask Quentin pri- 
vately, *' My bonny Scot, thou hast an eye, I see. Canst thou 
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tell me who helped the Cardinal to a palfrey ? Some stranger 
I suppose; for, as / passed without stopping, the courtiers 
would likely be in no hurry to do him such a timely good 
turn." 

^^ I saw those who aided his Eminence but an instant. Sire," 
said Quentin ; " it was only a hasty glance, for I had been 
unluckily thrown out, and was riding fast to be in my place ; but 
1 think it was the Ambassador of Burgundy and his people." 

"Ha!" said Louis. *'Well, be it so, France will match 
them yet." 

There was nothing more remarkable happened, and the King 
with his retinue returned to the Castle. 



CHAPTER IX. 

Quentin had hardly reached his little cabin, in order to make 
some necessary changes in his dress, when his worthy relative 
required to know the full particulars of all that had befallen 
him at the hunt. 

The 3'Outh, who could not help thinking that his uncle's hand 
was probably more powerful than his understanding, took care 
in his reply to leave the King in full possession of the victory 
which he had seemed desirous to appropriate. Le Balafr^'s 
reply was a boast of how much better he himself would have 
behaved in the like circumstances, and it was mixed with a 
gentle censure of his nephew's slackness in not making in to the 
King's assistance when he might be in imminent peril. The 
youth had prudence in answer to abstain from all further 
vindication of his own conduct, except that, according to the 
rules of woodcraft, he held it ungentle to interfere with the 
game attacked by another hunter, unless he was speciallj' called 
upon for his assistance. This discussion was scarcely ended, 
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when occasion was afforded Quentin to congratulate himself for 
observing some reserve towards his kinsman. A low tap at 
the door announced a visitor. It was presently opened, and 
Oliver Dain, or Mauvais, or Diable, for by all these names he 
was known, entered the apartment. 

He entered with stooping shoulders, a humble and modest 
look, and threw such a degree of civility into his address to 
the Seignior Balafr^, that no one who saw the interview could 
have avoided concluding that he came to ask a boon of the 
Scottish Archer. He congratulated Lesly on the excellent 
conduct of his young kinsman in the chase that day, which, he 
observed, had attracted the King*s particular attention. He 
here paused for a reply ; and with his eyes fixed on the ground, 
save just when once or twice they stole upwards to take a side 
glance at Quentin, heard Balafr^ observe, ^^ That his Majesty 
had been unlucky in not having himself by his side instead of 
his nephew, as he would questionless have made in and speared 
the brute, a matter which he understood Quentin had left upon 
his Majesty's royal hands, so far as he could learn the story. 
But it will be a lesson to his Majesty," he said, " while he lives 
to mount a man of my inches on a better horse ; for how could 
my great hill of a Flemish dray-horse keep up with his Majesty's 
Norman runner? I am sure I spurred till his sides were fur- 
rowed. It is ill considered, Master Oliver, and you must 
represent it to his Majesty." 

*' But, Seignior Le Balafr^," said Oliver, " you will be glad, 
doubtless, to learn that his Majesty is so far from being dis- 
pleased with your nephew's conduct, that he hath selected him 
to execute a piece of dut}' this afternoon." 

" Selected ^i'm ? " said Balafr^ in great surprise; "selected 
me, I suppose jou mean ? " 

" I mean precisely as I speak," replied the barber, in a mild 
but decided tone ; " the King hath a commission with which to 
intrust your nephew." 

"Why, wherefore, and for what reason?" said Balafr^. 
<'* Why doth he choose the boy, and not me? " 
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*'I can go DO f\irther back than your own ultimate cause, 
Seignior Le Balafr6 ; such are his Majesty's commands. But," 
said he, ^^ if I might use the presumption to form a conjecture, 
it may be his Majesty hath work to do, fitter for a youth like 
your nephew, than for an experienced warrior like yourself. 
Seignior Balafr^. Wherefore, young gentleman, get your 
weapons and follow me. Bi-ing with you a harquebuss, for 
you arc to mount sentinel." 

*' Sentinel!" said the uncle; "are you sure you are right, 
Master Oliver? The inner guards of the Castle have ever been 
mounted by those only who have (like me) served twelve years 
in our honorable body." 

"I am quite certain of his Majesty's pleasure," said Oliver, 
*' and must no longer delay executing it." 

"But," said Le Balafr6, "my nephew is not even a free 
Archer, being only an Esquire serving under my lance." 

" Pardon me," answered Oliver, " the King sent for the 
register not half an hour since, and enrolled him among the 
Guard. Have the goodness to assist to put your nephew in 
order for the service." 

Balafr^, who had no ill-nature, or even much jealousy, in 
his disposition, hastily set about adjusting his nephew's dress 
and giving him directions for his conduct under arms, but was 
unable to refrain from larding them with interjections of surprise 
at such luck chancing to fall upon the j^oung man so early. 

Quick and sharp of wit, as well as ardent in fancy, Quentin 
saw visions of higher importance in this early summons to the 
royal presence, and his heart beat high at the anticipation of 
rising into speedy distinction. 

When Quentin Durward left his uncle, he followed his con- 
ductor. Master Oliver, who, without crossing any of the princi- 
pal courts, led him partly through private passages exposed 
to the open air, but chiefly through a maze of stairs, vaults, 
and galleries, communicating with each other by secret doors, 
and at unexpected points, into a large and spacious latticed 
gallery, which, from its breadth, might have been almost 
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termed a hall, hung with tapestry more ancient than beautiful^ 
and with a veiy few of the hard, cold, ghastly-looking pictures, 
belonging to the first dawn of the arts, which preceded their 
splendid sunrise. These were designed to represent the Pala- 
dins of Charlemagne, who made such a distinguished figure in 
the romantic history of France ; aud as the gigantic form of 
the celebrated Orlando constituted the most prominent figure, 
the apartment acquired from him the title of Roland's Hall, or 
Roland's Gallery.^ 

"You will keep watch here," said Oliver, in a low whisper, 
as if the hard delineations of monarchs and warriors around 
could have been offended at the elevation of his voice, er as if 
he had feared to awaken the echoes that lurked among the 
groined vaults and Gothic drop-work on the ceiling of this huge 
and dreary apartment. 

"What are the orders and signs of my watch?" answered 
Quentin, in the same suppressed tone. 

"Is your harquebuss loaded?" replied Oliver, without 
answering his query. 

" That," answered Quentin, " is soon done" ; and proceeded 
to charge his weapon, and to light the slow-match (by which 
when necessary it was discharged) , at the embers of a wood- 
fire, which was expiring in the huge hall-chimney, — a chimney 
itself so large, that it might have been called a Gothic closet or 
chapel appertaining to the hall. 

When this was performed, Oliver told him that he was igno- 
rant of one of the high privileges of his own corps, which only 
received orders from the King in person, or the High Constable 
of France, in lieu of their own ofiScers. "You are placed here 
by his Majesty's command, young man," added Oliver, "and 
you will not be long here without knowing wherefore you are 
summoned. Meantime your walk extends along this gallery. 
You are permitted to stand still while you list, but on no account 

1 Charlemagne, I suppose, on account of his unsparing rigor to the Saxons, 
and other heathens, was accounted a saint during the dark ages ; and Louis 
XI., as one of his successors, honored his shrine with peculiar observance. 
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to sit down, or quit your weapon. You are not to sing aloud, 
or whistle, upon any account ; but 3'ou may, if you list, mutter 
some of the church's prayers, or what else you list that has no 
offence in it, in a low voice. Farewell, and keep good watch." 

" Gk)od watch ! " thought the youthful soldier, as his guide 
stole away from him with that noiseless gliding step which was 
peculiar to him, and vanished through a side-door behind the 
arras ;^ ^^good watch! but upon whom, and against whom? for 
what, save bats or rats, are there here to contend with, unless 
these grim old representatives of humanity should start into life 
for the disturbance of my guard? Well, it is my duty, I sup- 
pose, and I must perform it." 

A considerable space of time wore away, and it was more 
than two hours past noon, when Quentin was reminded by his 
appetite, that the good fathers of Aberbrothick, however strict 
in demanding his attendance upon the hours of devotion, were 
no less punctual in summoning him to those of refection ; 
whereas here, in the interior of a royal palace, after a morning 
spent in exercise, and a noon exhausted in duty, no man seemed 
to consider it as a natural consequence that he must be impa- 
tient for his dinner. 

There are, however, charms in sweet sounds which can lull 
to rest even the natural feelings of impatience by which Quen- 
tin was now visited. At the opposite extremities of the long 
hall or gallerj' were two large doors, ornamented with heavy 
architraves, probably opening into different suites of apartments, 
to which the gallery served as a medium of mutual communica- 
tion. As the sentinel directed his solitary walk betwixt these 
two entrances, which formed the boundary of his duty, he was 
startled by a strain of music, which was suddenly waked near 
one of those doors, and which at least, in his imagination, was 
a combination of the same lute and voice by which he had been 
enchanted on the preceding day. 

These delightful sounds were but partially heard ; they lan- 
guished, lingered, ceased entirely, and were from time to time 
^ Arras, tapestry ; so caUed from being woven at Arras in Flanders. 
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renewed after uncertain intervals. But, besides that, music, 
like beauty, is often most delightful, or at least most interest- 
ing to the imagination, when its charms are but partially 
displayed, and the imagination is left to fill up what is from 
distance but imperfectly detailed, Quentin had matter enough 
to fill up his reverie during the intei*vals of fascination. He 
could not doubt, from the report of his uncle's comrades, and 
the scene which had passed in the presence-chamber that morn- 
ing, that the syren who thus delighted his ears was not, as he 
had profanel}^ supposed, the daughter or kinswoman of a base 
Oabaretier,^ but the same disguised and distressed Countess, for 
whose cause kings and princes were now about to buckle on 
armor, and put lance in rest A hundred wild dreams, such as 
romantic and adventurous youth readily nourished in a roman- 
tic and adventurous age, chased from his eyes the bodily pre- 
sentment of the actual scene, and substituted their own bewil- 
dering delusions, when at once, and rudely, they were banished 
by a rough grasp laid upon his weapon, and a harsh voice which 
exclaimed, close to his ear, "Hal Sir Squire, methinks you 
keep sleepy ward here ! " 

The voice was the tuneless, yet impressive and ironical tone 
of Maitre Pierre ; and Quentin, suddenly recalled to himself, 
saw, with shame and fear, that he had in his reverie permitted 
Louis himself — entering probably by some secret door, and 
gliding along by the wall, or behind the tapestry — to approach 
him so nearly as almost to master his weapon. 

The first impulse of his surprise was to free his harquebuss 
by a violent exertion, which made the King stagger backward 
into the hall. His next apprehension was, that in obeying the 
animal instinct, as it may be termed, which prompts a brave 
man to resist an attempt to disarm him, he had aggravated, by 
a personal struggle with the King, the displeasure produced by 
the negligence with which he had performed his duty upon 
guard ; and, under this impression, he recovered his harquebuss 
without almost knowing what he did, and, having again shoul- 
1 Tavern-keeper. 
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dered it, stood motionless before the Monarch, whom he had 
reason to conclude he had mortally offended. 

Louis, whose tyrannical disposition was less founded on natu- 
ral ferocity or cruelty of temper than on cold-blooded policy 
and jealous suspicion, had, nevertheless, a share of that caus- 
tic severity which would have made him a despot in private con- 
versation, and alwa^'s seemed to enjoy the pain which he in- 
flicted on occasions like the present. But he did not push his 
triumph far, and contented himself with saying : '' Thy service 
of the morning hath already overpaid some negligence in so 
young a soldier. Hast thou dined ? " 

Quentin, who rather looked to be sent to the Provost-Marshal 
than greeted with such a compliment, answered humbly in the 
negative. 

"Poor lad," said Louis, in a softer tone than he usually 
spoke in, " hunger hath made him drowsy. I know thine appe- 
tite is a wolf," he continued ; " and I will save thee from one 
wild beast as thou didst me from another ; thou hast been pru- 
dent too in that matter, and I thank thee for it. Canst thou 
yet hold out an hour without food ? " 

" Four-and-twenty, Sire," replied Durward, '^ or I were no 
true Scot." 

" I would not for another kingdom be the pasty which should 
encounter thee after such a vigil," said the King; "but the 
question now is, not of thy dinner, but of my own. I admit 
to my table this da}', and in strict privacy, the Cardinal Balue 
and this Burgundian, — this Count de Cr^vecoeur, — and some- 
thing may chance. The devil is most busy when foes meet on 
terms of truce." 

He stopped, and remained silent, with a deep and gloomy 
look. As the King was in no haste to proceed, Quentin at 
length ventured to ask what his duty was to be in these circum- 
stances. 

"To keep watch at the beaijffet, with thy loaded weapon," 
said Louis ; " and if there is treason, to shoot the traitor dead." 

"Treason, Sire! and in this guarded castle!" exclaimed 
Dui-ward. 
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"You think it impossible,*' said the King, not offended, it 
would seem, by his frankness ; '^ but our history has shown that 
treason can creep into an auger-hole. Treason excluded by; 
guards I Oh, thou silly boy I Who shall exclude the treason 
of those very warders ? " 

'* Their Scottish honor," answered Durward, boldly. 

" True, most right ; thou pleasest me," said the King, cheer- 
fully. " The Scottish honor was ever true, and I trust it accord- 
ingly. But treason 1 " — here he relapsed into his former gloomy 
mood, and traversed the apartment with unequal steps, — " she 
sits at our feasts, she sparkles in our bowls, she wears the 
beard of our counsellors, the smiles of our courtiers, the crazy 
laugh of our jesters ; above all, she lies hid under the friendly 
air of a reconciled enemy. Louis of Orleans trusted John of 
Burgundy; he was murdered in the Rue Barbette. John of 
Burgundy trusted the faction of Orleans ; he was murdered on 
the bridge of Montereau. I will trust no one, no one. Hark 
ye ; I will keep my eye on that insolent Count ; ay, and on the 
Churchman, too, whom I hold not too faithful. When I say, 
Ecosse^ en avant,^ shoot Cr^vecoeur dead on the spot.*' 

"It is my duty," said Quentin, "your Majesty's life being 
endangered." 

"Certainly ; I mean it no otherwise," said the King. "What 
should I get by slaying this insolent soldier? Were it the Con- 
stable Saint Paul indeed. But I meditate no injury to these 
men — none. It would serve me nothing. They may not pur- 
pose equally fair by me. I rely on thy harquebuss." 

" I shall be prompt at the signal," said Quentin ; "but yet — " 

" You hesitate," said the King. " Speak out ; I give thee full 
leave. From such as thou art, hints may be caught that are 
right valuable." 

" I would only presume to say," replied Quentin, " that your 
Majesty having occasion to distrust this Burgundian, I marvel 
that you suffer him to approach so near your person, and that 
in privacy." 

^ Forward, Scotland. 
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" Oh, content you, Sir Squire," said the King. " There are 
some dangers which, when they are braved, disappear, and 
which 3'et, when there is an obvious and apparent dread of 
them displayed, become certain and inevitable. When I walk 
boldly up to a surly mastiff, and caress him, it is ten to one I 
soothe him to good temper ; if I show fear of him, he flies on 
me and rends me. I will be thus far frank with thee : It con- 
cerns me nearly that this man returns not to his headlong mas- 
ter in a resentful humor. I run my risk, therefore. I have 
never shunned to expose my life for the weal of my kingdom. 
Follow me." 

Louis led his young life-guardsman, for whom he seemed to 
have taken a special favor, through the side-door by which he 
had himself entered, saying, as he showed it him, "He who 
would thrive at Court must know the private wickets and con- 
cealed staircases, — a}', and the traps and pitfalls of the palace, 
as well as the principal entrances, folding-doors, and portals." 

After several turns and passages, the King entered a small 
vaulted room, where a table was prepared for dinner with three 
covers. The whole furniture and arrangements of the room 
were plain almost to meanness. A beauffet, or folding and 
moveable cupboard, held a few pieces of gold and silver 
plate, and was the only article in the chamber which had, in the 
slightest degree, the appearance of royalty. Behind this cup- 
board, and completely hidden by it, was the post which Louis 
assigned to Quentin Durward ; and after having ascertained, by 
going to different parts of the room, that he was invisible from 
all quarters, he gave him his last charge: "Remember the 
word, ^ Ecosse, en avant* ; and so soon as ever I utter these 
sounds, throw down the screen, spare not for cup or goblet, 
and be sure thou take good aim at Cr^vecoeur. If thy piece 
fail, cling to him, and use thy knife. Oliver and I can deal 
with the Cardinal." 

Having thus spoken, he whistled aloud, and summoned into 
the apartment Oliver, who was premier-valet of the chamber as 
well as barber, and who, in fact, performed all offices immedi- 
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ately connected with the King's person, and who now appeared, 
attended by two old men, who were the only assistants or wait- 
ers at the royal table. So soon as the King had taken his place, 
the visitors were admitted ; and Quentin, though himself unseen, 
was so situated as to remark all the particulars of the interview. 

The King welcomed his visitors with a degree of cordiality 
which Quentin had the utmost difl3culty to reconcile with the 
directions which he had previously received, and the purpose 
for which he stood behind the beauffet with his deadly weapon 
in readiness. Not only did Louis appear totally free from ap- 
prehension of any kind, but one would have supposed that 
those visitors whom he had done the high honor to admit to his 
table were the very persons in whom he could most unreserv- 
edly confide, and whom he was most willing to honor. Noth- 
ing could be more dignified, and, at the same time, more cour- 
teous, than his demeanor. While all around him, including 
even his own dress, was far beneath the splendor which the 
petty princes of the kingdom displayed in their festivities, his 
own language and manners were those of a mighty sovereign in 
his most condescending mood. Quentin was tempted to sup- 
pose, either that the whole of his previous conversation with 
Louis had been a dream, or that the dutiful demeanor of the 
Cardinal, and the frank, open, and gallant bearing of the Bur- 
gundian noble, had entirely erased the King's suspicion. 

But whilst the guests, in obedience to the King, were in the 
act of placing themselves at the table, his Majesty darted one 
keen glance on them, and then instantly directed his look to 
Quentin's post. This was done in an instant ; but the glance 
conveyed so much doubt and hatred towards his guests, such a 
peremptoi7 injunction on Quentin to be watchful in attendance, 
and prompt in execution, that no room was left for doubting 
that the sentiments of Louis continued unaltered, and his 
apprehensions unabated. He was, therefore, more than ever 
astonished at the deep veil under which that monarch was able 
to conceal the movements of his jealous disposition. 

Appearing to have entirely forgotten the language which 
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Cr^vecoeur had held towards him in the face of his Court, the 
King conversed with him of old times, of events which had 
occurred during his own exile in the territories of Burgundy, 
and inquired respecting all the nobles with whom he had been 
then familiar, as if that period had indeed been the happiest of 
his life, and as if he retained towards all who had contributed 
to soften the term of his exile the kindest and most grateful 
sentiments. 

"To an ambassador of another nation," he said, "I would 
have thrown something of state into our reception ; but to an old 
friend, who often shared my board at the Castle of Genappes,^ 
I wished to show myself, as I love best to live, old Louis of 
Valois, as simple and plain as any of his Parisian badauds.^ 
But I directed them to make some better cheer than ordinary 
for you, Sir Count, for I know your Burgundiau proverb, ^ Mieux 
vault boh repas que bd habit' ;^ and therefore I bid them have 
some care of our table. For our wine, you know well it is the 
subject of an old emulation betwixt France and Burgundy, 
which we will presently reconcile ; for I will drink to you in 
Burgundy, and you, Sir Count, shall pledge me in Champagne. 
Here, Oliver, let me have a cup of Vin d'Auxerre ; " and he 
hummed gaily a song then well known, — 

" Auxerre est le boisson des Roia."* 

" Here, Sir Count, I drink to the health of the noble Duke of 
Burgundy, our kind and loving cousin. Oliver, replenish yon 
golden cup with Vin de BheimSy and give it to the count on 
your knee ; he represents our loving brother. My Lord Cardi- 
nal, we will ourself fill your cup." 

"You have alread3". Sire, even to overflowing," said the 
Cardinal, with the lowly mien of a favorite towards an indulgent 
master. 

" Because we know that your Eminence can carry it with a 

1 During his residence in Burgundy, in his father's lifetime, Genappes was 
the usual abode of Louis. This period of exile is often alluded to in the novel, 
s Loungers. 

8 A good meal is better than fine clothes. 
4 The wine of Auxerre is drink for kings. 
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steady hand," said Louis. '^ Bat which side do you espouse in 
the great controversy, — Sillerj- or Auxerre, France or Bur- 
gundy?" 

" I will stand neutral, Sire," said the Cardinal, '' and replen- 
ish my cup with Auvernat." 

'^ A neutral has a perilous part to sustain," said the King; 
but as he observed the Cardinal color somewhat, he glided from 
the subject, and added, " But 3'ou prefer the Auvernat because 
it is so noble a wine it endures not water. You, Sir Count, 
hesitate to empty your cup. I trust you have found no national 
bitterness at the bottom." 

"I would, Sire," said the Count of Cr^vecoeur, "that all 
national quarrels could be as pleasantly ended as the rivalry 
betwixt our vineyards." 

" With time, Sir Count," answered the King, "with time, such 
time as you have taken to 3'our draught of Champagne. And 
now that it is finished, favor me by putting the goblet in your 
bosom, and keeping it as a pledge of our regard. It is not to 
every one that we would part with it. It belonged of yore to 
that terror of France, Henrj* V. of England, and was taken 
when Bouen was reduced, and those islanders expelled from 
Normandy by the joint arms of France and Burgundy. It 
cannot be better bestowed than on h noble and valiant Burgun- 
dian, who well knows that on the union of these two nations 
depends the continuance of the freedom of the continent from 
the English 3'oke." 

The Count made a suitable answer, and Louis gave unre- 
strained way to the satirical gaiety of disposition which some- 
times enlivened the darker shades of his character. 

In about an hour and a half the tables were drawn ; and the 
King, taking courteous leave of his guests, gave the signal that 
it was his desire to be alone. 

So soon as all, even Oliver, had retired, he called Quentin 
from his place of concealment, but with a voice so faint that the 
youth could scarce believe it to be the same which had so lately 
given animation to the jest and zest to the tale. As he 
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approached he saw an equal change in his countenance. The 
light of assumed vivacity had left the King's eyes, the smile had 
deserted his face, and he exhibited all the fatigue of a celebrated 
actor when he has finished the exhausting representation of some 
favorite character, in which, while upon the stage, he had dis- 
played the utmost vivacity. 

" Thy watch is not 3'et over," said he to Quentin ; " refresh 
thyself for an instant ; yonder table affords the means ; I will 
then instruct thee in thy farther duty. Meanwhile, it is ill 
talking between a full man and a fasting." 

He threw himself back on his seat, covered his brow with his 
hand, and was silent. 



CHAPTER X. 

With patience, which most other princes would have consid- 
ered as degrading, and not without a sense of amusement, the 
Monarch of France waited till his life-guardsman had satisfied 
the keenness of a youthful appetite. It may be supposed, 
however, that Quentin had too much sense and prudence to put 
the royal patience to a long or tedious proof ; and indeed he 
was repeatedly desirous to break off his repast ere Louis would 
permit him. "I see it in thine eye," he said, good-naturedly, 
'Hhat thy courage is not half abated. Go on, Saint Dennis! 
charge again. I tell thee that meat and mass " (crossing him- 
self) " never hindered the work of a good Christian man. Take 
a cup of wine ; but mind thou be cautious of the wine-pot ; it is 
the vice of thy countrymen as well as of the English, who 
lacking that folly are the choicest soldiers ever wore armor. 
And now wash speedily ; forget not thy b^nMiciU,^ and follow 
me. 

Quentin obeyed, and conducted by a different but as maze« 
1 Giving thanks to God. 
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likte an approach as he had formerly passed, he followed Louis 
into the Hall of Roland. 

''Take notice," said the King, imperatively, "thou hast 
never left this post ; let that be thine answer to thy kinsman 
and comrades ; and hark thee, to bind the recollection on thy 
memory I give thee this gold chain " (flinging on his arm one of 
considerable value). " If I go not brave myself, those whom I 
trust have ever the means to ruffle it with the best. But when 
such chains as these bind not the tongue from wagging too 
freely, my gossip, L'Hermite, hath an amulet for the throat 
which never fails to work a certain cure. And now attend. No 
man save Oliver or I myself enters here this evening ; but ladies 
will come hither, perhaps from the one extremity of the hall, 
perhaps from the other, perhaps one from each. You may 
answer if they address you, but being on duty your answer must 
be brief ; and you must neither address them in your turn nor 
engage in anj^ prolonged discourse. But hearken to what they 
say. Thine ears as well as thy hands are mine ; I have bought 
thee, body and soul. Therefore if thou hearest aught of their 
conversation, thou must retain it in memory until it is communi- 
cated to me, and then forget it. And now I think better on it, 
it will be best that thou pass for a Scottish recruit, who hath 
come straight down from his mountains, and hath not j^et 
acquired our most Christian language. Right. So if they 
speak to thee thou wilt not answer; this will free you from 
embarrassment, and lead them to converse without regard to 
your presence. You understand me. Farewell. Be wary, and 
thou hast a friend." 

The King had scarce spoken these words ere he disappeared 
behind the arras, leaving Quentin to meditate on what he had 
seen and heard. 

At length a door actually creaked and jingled (for the doors 
even of palaces did not in the fifteenth centur^^ turn on their 
hinges so noiseless as ours) ; but, alas ! it was not at that end 
of the hall from which the lute had been heard. It opened, 
however, and a female figure entered, followed by two others, 



106 QUENTIN DUBWARD. 

whom she directed by a sign to remain without, while she herself 
came forward into the hall. By her imperfect and unequal gait, 
which showed to peculiar disadvantage as she traversed this long 
gallery, Quentin at once recognized Princess Joan, and with the 
respect which became his situation, drew himself up in a fitting 
attitude of silent vigilance, and lowered his weapon to her as 
she passed. She acknowledged the courtesy by a gracious 
inclination of her head, and he had an opportunity of seeing her 
countenance more distinctly than he had in the morning. 

While Quentin followed this singular apparition with eyes in 
which curiosity was blended with compassion, for every look 
and motion of the Princess seemed to call for the latter feeling, 
two ladies entered from the upper end of the apartment. 

One of them was the young person who, upon Louis's sum- 
mons, had served him with fruit while Quentin made his 
memorable breakfast at the Fleur-de-L^'s. Invested now with 
all the mysterious dignity belonging to the njTnph of the veil 
and lut«, and proved besides (at least in Quentin's estimation) 
to be the high-born heiress of a rich earldom, her beauty made 
ten times the impression upon him which it had done when he 
beheld in her one whom he deemed the daughter of a paltry 
inn-keeper in attendance upon a rich and humorous old burgher. 

Had death been the penalty, Durward must needs have 
rendered to this beauty and her companion the same homage 
which he had just paid to the rojalty of the Princess. They 
received it as those who were accustomed to the deference of 
inferiors, and returned it with courtesy ; but he thought — per- 
haps it was but a youthful vision — that the young lady colored 
slightly, kept her eyes on the ground, and seemed embarrassed, 
though in a trifling degree, as she returned his military saluta- 
tion. This must have been owing to her recollection of the 
audacious stranger in the neighboring turret at the Fleur-dc- 
Lys; but did that discomposure express displeasure? This 
question he had no means to determine. 

The companion of the youthful Countess, dressed like her- 
self, simply and in deep mourning, was at the age when women 
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are apt to cling most closely to that reputation for beauty 
which has for ^-ears been diminishing. 

Quentin was instantly wrapped up in attention to the meeting 
of the Princess Joan with these stranger ladies. She had stood 
still upon their entrance, in order to receive them, conscious, 
perhaps, that motion did not become her well ; and as she was 
somewhat embarrassed in receiving and repaying their com- 
pliments, the elder stranger, ignorant of the rank of the party 
whom she addressed, was led to pay her salutation in a manner 
rather as if she conferred than received an honor through the 
interview. 

'' I rejoice, madam,*' she said, with a smile which was meant 
to express condescension at once and encouragement, '^ that 
we are at length permitted the society of such a respectable 
person of our own sex as you appear to be. I must say, that 
my niece and I have had but little for which to thank the hos- 
pitality of King Louis. Nay, niece, never pluck my sleeve ; I 
am sure I read, in the looks of this young lady, sympathy for 
our situatibn. Since we came hither, fair madam, we have 
been used little better than mere prisoners ; and after a thou- 
sand invitations to throw our cause and our persons under the 
protection of France, the Most Christian King has afforded us 
at first but a base inn for our residence, and now a corner of 
this moth-eaten palace, out of which we are only permitted to 
creep towards sunset, as if we were bats or owls, whose appear- 
ance in the sunshine is to be held matter of ill omen.'* 

" I am sorry," said the Princess, faltering with the awkward 
embarrassment of the interview, '* that we have been unable, 
hitherto, to receive you according to your deserts. Your niece, 
I trust, is better satisfied ? '* 

"Much — much better than I can express,** answered the 
youthful Countess; "I sought but safety, and I have found 
solitude and secrecy besides. The seclusion of our former 
residence, and the still greater solitude of that now assigned to 
us, augment in my eyea the favor which the King vouchsafed 
to us unfortunate fugitives." 
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" Silence, my sUly cousin," said the elder lady, " and let us 
speak according to our conscience, since at last we are alone 
with one of our own sex. I say alone, for that handsome young 
soldier is a mere statue, since he seems not to have the use of 
his limbs, and I am given to understand he wants that of his 
tongue, at least in civilized language. I say, since no one but 
this lady can understand us, I must own there is nothing I have 
regretted equal to taking this French journc3\ I looked for a 
splendid reception, tournaments, carousals, pageants, and fes- 
tivals ; and instead of which, all has been seclusion and ob- 
scurity ! and the best society whom the King introduced to us, 
was a Bohemian vagabond, by whose agency he directed us to 
correspond with our friends in Flanders. Perhaps," said the 
lady, "it is his politic intention to mew us up here until our 
lives' end, that he may seize on our estates after the extinction 
of the ancient house of Croye. The Duke of Burgundy was 
not so cruel ; he offered my niece a husband, though he was a 
bad one." 

" I should have thought the veil preferable to an evil hus- 
band," said the Princess, with difficulty finding opportunity to 
interpose a word. 

" One would at least wish to have the choice, madam," 
replied the voluble dame. " It is, Heaven knows, on account 
of mj^ niece that I speak ; for myself, I have long laid aside 
thoughts of changing my condition. I see you smile, but, by 
my halidome, it is true ; yet that is no excuse for the King, 
whose conduct, like his person, hath more resemblance to that 
of old Michaud, the money-changer of Ghent, than to the suc- 
cessor of Charlemagne." 

" Hold ! " said the Princess, with some asperity in her tone ; 
" remember you speak of my father." 

" Of 3'our father ! " replied the Burgundian lady in surprise. 

"Of my father," repeated the Princess, with dignity. "I 
am Joan of France. But fear not, madam," she continued in 
the gentle accent which was natural to her, ' ' you designed no 
offence, and I have taken none. Command my influence to 
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render your exile and that of this interesting young person 
more supportable. Alas ! it is but little I have in my power, 
but it is willingly offered." 

Deep and submissive was the reverence with which the 
Countess Haraeline de Croye, so was the elder lady called, 
received the obliging offer of the Princess's protection. 

The conversation of the ladies had not lasted a quarter of an 
hour, when the door at the lower end of the hall opened, and a 
man entered shrouded in a ridiug-cloak. Mindful of the King's 
injunction, and determined not to be a second time caught 
slumbering, Quentin instantly moved towards the intruder, 
and, interposing between him and the ladies, requested him to 
retire instantly. 

" By whose command?" said the stranger, in a tone of con- 
temptuous surprise. 

" By that of the King," said Quentin, firmly, " which I am 
placed here to enforce." 

'' Not against Louis of Orleans," said the Duke, dropping 
his cloak. 

The young man hesitated a moment; but how enforce his 
orders against the first Prince of the blood, about to be allied, 
as the report now generally went, with the King's own family? 

*' Your Highness," he said, *' is too great that your pleasure 
should be withstood by me. I trust your Highness will bear me 
witness that I have done the duty of my post, so far as your 
will permitted." 

" Go to, 3'ou shall have no blame, young soldier," said Orleans, 
and passing forward, paid his compliments to the Princess, 
with that air of constraint which always marked his courtesy 
when addressing her. 

''He had been dining," he said, "with Dunois, and under- 
standing there was society in Roland's Gallery, he had 
ventured on the freedom of adding one to the number." 

The color which mounted into the pale cheek of the unfortu- 
nate Joan, and which for the moment spread something of 
beauty over her features, evinced that this addition to the com- 
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pany was anything but indifferent to her. She hastened to 
present the Prince to the two ladies of Croye, who received him 
with the respect due to his eminent rank ; and the Princess, 
pointing to a chair, requested him to join their conversation 
party. 

The tone of compliment which he indulged was grateful only 
to one individual in the circle ; for the Countess Hameline 
already anticipated the dignity of an alliance with the first 
Prince of the blood, by means of her whose birth, beauty, and 
large possessions, rendered such an ambitious consummation by 
no means impossible, even in the eyes of a less sanguine pro- 
jector, could the views of Louis XI. have been left out of the 
calculation of chances. The younger Countess listened to the 
Duke's gallantries with anxiety and embarrassment, and ever 
and anon turned an entreating look towards the Princess, as if 
requesting her to come to her relief. But the wounded feelings 
and the timidity of Joan of France rendered her incapable of 
an effort to make the conversation more general ; and at length, 
excepting a few interjectional civilities of the Lady Hameline, 
it was maintained almost exclusively by the Duke himself, 
though at the expense of the younger Countess of Croye, whose 
beauty formed the theme of his high-flown eloquence. 

Nor must I forget that there was a third person, the un- 
regarded sentinel, who saw his fair visions melt away like wax 
before the sun, as the Duke persevered in the warm tenor of 
his passionate discourse. At length the Countess Isabelle de 
Croye made a determined effort to cut short what was becoming 
intolerably disagreeable to her, especially from the pain to which 
the conduct of the Duke was apparently subjecting the Princess. 

Addressing the latter, she said modestly, but with some firm- 
ness, that the first boon she had to claim from her promised 
protection was, '* that her Highness would undertake to convince 
the Duke of Orleans that the ladies of Burgundy, though inferior 
in wit and manners to those of France, were not such absolute 
fools as to be pleased with no other conversation than that of 
extravagant compliment." Just at this moment the King 
himself entered the apartment. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

As Louis entered the gallery, he bent his brows in the manner 
we have formerly described as peculiar to him, and sent from 
under his gathered and gloomy eyebrows a keen look on all 
around ; in darting which, as Quentin afterwai'ds declared, his 
eyes seemed to turn so small, so fierce, and so piercing as tc 
resemble those of an aroused adder looking through the bush of 
heath in which he lies coiled. 

When by this momentary and sharpened glance the King had 
reconnoitred the cause of the bustle which was in the apartment, 
his first address was to the Duke of Orleans. 

" You here, my fair cousin?" he said ; and turning to Quen- 
tin, added sternly, " Had you not charge? " 

" Forgive the young man. Sire," said the Duke ; " he did not 
neglect his duty, but I was informed that the Princess was in 
this gallery." 

" And I warrant you would not be withstood when you came 
hither to pay your court," said the King, whose detestable 
hypocrisy persisted in representing the Duke as participating in 
a passion which was felt only on the side of his unhappy 
daughter; ''and it is thus you debauch the sentinels of my 
guard, young man ! But what cannot be pardoned to a gallant 
who only lives par amours!'* ^ 

The Duke of Orleans raised his head as if about to reply in 
some manner which might correct the opinion conveyed in the 
King's observation; but the instinctive reverence, not to say 
fear of Louis, in which he had Veen bred from childhood, chained 
up his voice. 

" And Joan hath been ill? " said the King ; " but do not be 
grieved, Louis, it will soon pass away ; lend her your arm to 

1 By love. 
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her apailmeut, while I will conduct these strange ladies to 
theirs." 

The order was given in a tone which amounted to a command, 
and Orleans accordingly made his exit with the Princess at one 
extremity of the gallery, while the King, ungloving his right 
hand, courteously handed the Countess Isabelle and her kins- 
woman to their apartment, which opened from the other. He 
bowed profoundly as they entered, and remained standing on 
the threshold for a minute after they had disappeared; then 
with great composure shut the door by which they had retired, 
and turning the huge key, took it from the lock and put it into 
his girdle, an appendage which gave him still more perfectly the 
air of some old miser who cannot journey in comfort unless he 
bear with him the key of his treasure closet. 

With slow and pensive step, and e^^es fixed on the ground, 
Louis now paced towards Quentin Durward, who, expecting his 
share of the royal displeasure, viewed his approach with no 
little anxiety. 

" Thou hast done wrong," said the King, raising his eyes and 
fixing them firmly on him when he had come within a yard of 
him ; ' ' thou hast done foul wrong, and deservest to die. Speak 
not a word in defence ! What hadst thou to do with Dukes or 
Princesses ? what with any thing but my order ? " 

"So please your Majesty," said the young soldier, "what 
could I do?" 

" What couldst thou do when thy post was forcibly passed?" 
answered the King scornfully. "What is thp use of that 
weapon on thy shoulder? Thou shouldst have levelled thy 
piece, and if the presumptuous rebel did not retire on th'e 
instant, he should have died within this ver^- hall ! Go, pass 
into these further apartments. In the first thou wilt find a large 
staircase which leads to the inuer hall ; there thou wilt find 
Oliver Dain. Send him to me ; do thou begone to thy quarters. 
As thou dost value thy life, be not so loose of thy tongue as 
thou hast been this day slack of thy hand." 

When the favorite attendant entered the gallery of Boland, he 
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found the King pensively seated upon the chair which his 
daughter had left some minutes before. The Monarch's first 
address was an unpleasant one : '' So, Oliver, your fine schemes 
are melting like snow before the south wind ! I pray to our 
Lady of Ebrun that they resemble not the ice-heaps of which 
the Switzer churls tell such stories, and come rushing down 
upon our heads." 

^' I have heard with concern that all is not well, Sire,'* 
answered Oliver. 

" Not well ! " exclaimed the King, rising and hastily marching 
up and down the gallery ; ''all is ill, man, and as ill nearly as 
possible ; so much for thy fond romantic advice, that I, of all 
men, should become a protector of distressed damsels ! I tell 
thee Burgundy ib arming, and on the eve of closing an alliance 
with England. And Edward,^ who hath his hands idle at home, 
will pour his thousands upon us through that unhappy gate of 
Calais.' Singly I might cajole or defy them ; but united, united, 
and with the discontent and treachery of that villain Saint Paul I 
All thy fault, Oliver, who counselled me to receive the women, 
and to use the services of that damned Bohemian to carry 
messages to their vassals." 

"My lord," said Oliver, "you know my reasons. The 
Countess's domains lie between the frontiers of Burgundy and 
Flanders; her castle is almost impregnable; her rights over 
neighboring estates are such as, if well supported, cannot but 
give much annoyance to Burgundy, were the lady but wedded 
to one who should be friendly to France." 

" It is, it 18 & tempting bait," said the King, " and could we 
have concealed her being here, we might have arranged such a 
marriage for this rich heiress as would have highly profited 
France. But that cursed Bohemian, how couldst thou recom- 
mend such a heathen hound for a commission which required 
trust?" 

*' Please you," said Oliver, '' to remember it was your Grace's 

1 King Edward lY. 

s The one French town remaining in the possession of the English. 
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self who trusted him too far, much farther than I recommended. 
He would have borne a letter trustily enough to the Countess's 
kinsman, telling him to hold out her castle, and promising 
speedy relief ; but your Highness must needs put his prophetic 
powers to the test ; and thus he became possessed of secrets 
which were worth betraying to Duke Charles." 

" I am ashamed, I am ashamed," said Louis. " And yet, 
Oliver, they say that these heathen people are descended from 
the sage Chaldeans, who did read the mysteries of the stars in 
the plains of Shinar." 

Oliver dared to press this point no further, and only observed 
that the Bohemian had been a bad prophet on his own account, 
else he would have avoided returning to Tours, and saved him- 
self from the gallows he had merited. 

" It often happens that those who are gifted with prophetic 
knowledge," answered Louis, with much gravity, " have not the 
power of foreseeing those events in which they themselves are 
personally interested." 

"Under your Majesty's favor," replied the confidant, " that 
seems as if a man could not see his own hand by means of the 
candle which he holds, and which shows him every other object 
in the apartment." 

'^ He cannot see his own features by the light which shows 
the faces of others," replied Louis, "and that is the more 
faithful illustration of the case. But this is foreign to my 
purpose at present. The Bohemian hath ^ad his reward, and 
peace be with him. But these ladies. Not only does Burgundy 
threaten us with war for harboring them, but their presence is 
likely to interfere with my projects in my own family. My 
simple cousin of Orleans hath barely seen this damsel, and I 
venture to prophesy that the sight of her is like to make him 
less pliable in the matter of his alliance with Joan." 

" Your Majesty," answered the counsellor, " may send the 
ladies of Croye back to Burgundy, and so make your peace 
with the Duke. Many might murmur at this as dishonorable ; 
but if necessity demands the sacrifice — " 
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" If profit demanded the sacrifice, Olhrer, the sacrifice should 
be made without hesitation," answered the King. " I am an 
old experienced salmon, and use not to gulp the angler's hook 
because it is busked up with a feather called honor. But what 
is worse than a lack of honor, there were, in returning those 
ladies to Burgundy, a forfeiture of those views of advantage 
which moved us to give them an asylum. It were heart- 
breaking to renounce the opportunity of planting a friend to 
ourselves and an enemy to Burgundy in the very centre of his 
dominions, and so near to the discontented cities of Flanders. 
Oliver, I cannot relinquish the advantages which our scheme of 
marrying the maiden to a friend of our own house seems to 
hold out to us." 

" Your Majesty," said Oliver, after a moment's thought, 
"might confer her hand on some right trusty friend, who would 
take all blame on himself, and serve your Majesty secretly, 
while in public you might disown him." 

"And where am I to find such a friend?" said Louis. 
" Were I to bestow her upon any one of our mutinous and ill- 
ruled nobles, would it not be rendering him independent? and 
hath it not been my policy for years to prevent them from 
becoming so? Dunois indeed, — him, and him only, I might 
perchance trust. He would fight for the crown of France, 
whatever were his condition. But honors and wealth change 
men's natures ; even Dunois I will not trust." 

" Your Majesty may find others," said Oliver, in his smooth- 
est manner, and in a tone more insinuating than that which he 
usually employed in conversing with the King, who permitted 
him considerable freedom; "men dependent entirely on your 
own grace and favor, and who could no more exist without 
your countenance than without sun or air ; men rather of head 
than of action ; men who — " 

" Men who resemble thyself, ha ! " said King Louis. " No, 
Oliver, by my faith, that arrow was too rashly shot ! What ! 
because I indulge thee with my confidence, and let thee, in 
reward, poll my lieges a little now and then, dost thou think it 
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makes thee fit to be the •husband of that beautiful vision, and a 
Count of the highest class to the boot? Thee — thee, I say, 
low-born, and lower-bred, whose wisdom is at best a sort of 
cunning, and whose courage is more than doubtful?" 

" Your Majesty imputes to me a presumption of which I am 
not guQty, in supposing me to aspire so highly," said Oliver. 

'' I am glad to hear it, man," replied the King ; " and truly, 
I hold your judgment the healthier that you disown such a 
reverie. But methinks thy speech sounded strangely in that 
key. Well, to return. I dare not wed this beauty to one of 
my subjects ; I dare not return her to Bui^ndy ; I dare not 
transmit her to England or to Grermau}', where she is likely to 
become the prize of some one more apt to unite with Burgundy 
than with France, and who would be more ready to discourage 
the honest malecontents in Ghent and Liege, than to yield them 
that wholesome countenance which might always find Charles 
the Hardy enough to exercise his valor on without stirring from 
his own domains ; and they were in so ripe a humor for insur- 
rection, the men of Liege in especial, that they alone, well 
heated and supported, would find my fair cousin work for more 
than a twelvemonth ; and backed by a warlike Count of Croye. 
Oh, Oliver ! the plan is too hopeful to be resigned without a 
struggle. Cannot thy fertile brain devise some scheme?" 

" My invention is exhausted. Sire," said the counsellor; "I 
can remember no one who, as husband to the Countess of 
Croye, would be likely to answer your Majesty's views. He 
must unite such various qualities — a friend to your Majesty ; 
an enemy to Burgundy ; of policy enough to conciliate tlie 
Gauntois and Liegeois, and of valor sufficient to defend his little 
dominions against the power of Duke Charles ; of noble birth 
besides, that your Highness insists upon ; and of excellent and 
most virtuous character, to the boot of all." 

" Na}', Oliver," said the King, " I leaned not so much, that 
is, so very much, on character ; but methinks Isabelle's bride- 
groom should be something less publicly und generally abhoiTed 
than Adolphus of Gueldres. For example, since I myself must 
suggest some one, why not William de la Marck ? " 
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"On my halidome, Sire," said Oliver, "I cannot complain 
of your demanding too high a standard of moral excellence in 
the happy man, if the Wild Boar of Ardennes can serve your 
turn. De la Marck ! why, he is the most notorious robber and 
murderer on all the frontiers ; excommunicated by the Pope for 
a thousand crimes." 

"We will have him released from the sentence, friend 
Oliver, — Holy Church is merciful." 

'* Almost an outlaw," continued Oliver, " and under the ban^ 
of the Empire, by an ordinance of the Chamber at Ratisbon." 

" We will have the ban taken off, friend Oliver," continued 
the King, in the same tone ; " the Imperial Chamber will hear 
reason." 

'' And admitting him to be of noble birth," said Oliver, " ho 
hath the manners, the face, and the outward form, as well as 
the heart, of a Flemish butcher. She will never accept of him." 

" His mode of wooing, if I mistake him not," said Louis, 
" will render it difficult for her to make a choice." 

" I was far wrong indeed, when I taxed your Majesty with 
being over scrupulous," said the counsellor. " On my life, the 
crimes of Adolphus are but virtues to those of De la Marck ! 
And then how is he to meet with his bride? Your Majesty 
knows he dare not stir far from his own Forest of Ardennes." 

" That must be cared for," said the King, " and, in the first 
place, the two ladies must be acquainted privately that they can 
be no longer maintained at this Court, except at the expense of 
a war between France and Burgundy, and that, unwilling to 
deliver them up to my fair cousin of Burgundy, I am desirous 
they should secretly depart from my dominions." 

" They will demand to be conveyed to England," said Oliver, 
" and we shall have her return to Flanders with an island lord, 
having a round fair face, long brown hah', and three thousand 
archers at his back." 

*' No, no," replied the King ; " we dare not (you understand 
me) so far offend our fair cousin of Burgundy as to let her pas? 

1 Proclamation. 
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to England. It would bring his displeasure as certainly as our 
maintaining her here. No, no, to the safety of the Church 
alone we will venture to commit her ; and the utmost we can 
do is to connive at the Ladies Hameline and Isabelle de Croye 
departing in disguise, and with a small retinue, to take refuge 
with the Bishop of Liege, who will place the fair Isabelle for 
the time under the safeguard of a convent." 

" And if that convent protect her from William de la Marck, 
when he knows of your Majesty's favorable intentions, I have 
mistaken the man." 

"Why, yes," answered the King, ''thanks to our secret 
supplies of money, De la Marck hath together a handsome 
handful of as unscrupulous soldiery as ever were outlawed; 
and this being so fair an opportunity to establish himself by 
marriage, I think that, Pasques-dieu ! he will find means to win 
and wed, without more than a hint on our part. The Duke of 
Burgundy will then have such a thorn in his side, as no lancet 
of our time will easily cut out from his flesh. The Boar of 
Ardennes, whom he has already outlawed, strengthened by the 
possession of that fair lady's lands, castles, and seigniory, with 
the discontented Liegeois to boot, who, by my faith, will not be 
in that case unwilling to choose him for their captain and 
leader. Let Charles then think of wars with France when he 
will, or rather let him bless his stars if she war not with him. 
How dost thou like the scheme, Oliver, ha?" 

"Rarely," said Oliver, "save and except the doom which 
confers that lady on the Wild Boar of Ardennes. By mj' 
halidome, saving in a little outward show of gallantry, Tristan. 
the Provost-Marshal, were the more proper bridegroom of the 
two." 

'* William.de la Marck comes of the blood of the princes of 
Sedan, as noble as mine own," said Louis. "And now to 
business. I must determine the ladies of Croye to a speedy 
and secret flight, under sure guidance. This will be easily 
done. We have but to hint the alternative of surrendering 
them to Burgundy. Thou must find means to let William de 
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la Marck know of their motions, and let him choose his own 
time and place to push his sait. I know a fit person to travel 
with them." 

^^ May I ask to whom yoor Majesty commits such an im- 
portant charge ? " asked the tonsor. 

'^ To a foreigner, be sure," replied the King ; '' one who has 
neither kin nor interest in France, to interfere with the execu- 
tion of my pleasure, and who knows too little of the country 
and its factions to suspect more of my purpose than I choose 
to tell him. In a word, I design to employ the young Scot 
who sent you hither but now." 

Oliver paused in a manner which seemed to imply a doubt of 
the prudence of the choice, and then added, "Your Majesty 
has reposed confidence in that stranger boy earlier than is your 
wont." 

" I have my reasons," answered the King. " Thou knowest " 
(and he crossed himself) " my devotion for the blessed Saint 
Julian. I had been saying my orisons to that holy Saint late 
in the night before last, wherein (as he is known to be the 
guardian of travellers) I made it my humble petition that he 
would augment my household with such wandering foreigners, 
as might best establish throughout our kingdom unlimited 
devotion to our will ; and I vowed to the good Saint in guerdon 
that I would, in his name, receive, and relieve, and maintain 
them." 

"And did Saint Julian," said Oliver, "send your Majesty 
this long-legged importation from Scotland in answer to your 
prayers?" 

Although the barber, who well knew that his master had 
superstition in a laige proportion to his want of religion, and 
that on such topics nothing was more easy than to offend him ; 
although, I say, he knew the royal weakness, and therefore 
carefully put the preceding question in the softest and most 
simple tone of voice, Louis felt the innuendo which it contained, 
and regarded the speaker with high displeasure. 

" Sirrah," he said, " thou art well called Oliver the Devil, 
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who darest thus to sport at once with thy master ami with the 
blessed Saints. I tell thee, wert thou one grain less necessary 
to me, I would have thee hung up on yonder oak before the 
Castle, as an example to all who scoff at things holy ! Know, 
thou infidel slave, that mine eyes were no sooner closed, than 
the blessed Saint Julian was visible to me, leading a young 
man, whom he presented to me, saying, that his fortune should 
be to escape the sword, the cord, the river, and to bring good 
fortune to the side which he should espouse, and to the adven- 
tures in which he should be engaged. I walked out on the 
succeeding morning and I met with this youth, whose image I 
had seen in my dream. In his own country he hath escaped 
the sword, amid the massacre of his whole family ; and here, 
within the brief compass of two days, he hath been strangely 
rescued from drowning and from the gallows, and hath already, 
on a particular occasion, as I but lately hinted to thee, been of 
the most material service to me. I receive him as sent hither 
by Saint Julian, to serve me in the most difficult, the most dan- 
gerous, and even the most desperate services." 

"The features of this youth then, if I may presume to 
speak," said Oliver, '' resemble those of him whom your dream 
exhibited?" 

" Closely and intimately," said the King, whose imagination, 
like that of superstitious people in general, readil}' imposed upon 
itself. " I have had his horoscope cast, besides, by Galeotti 
Marti valle, and I have plainly learned, through his art and 
mine own observation, that in many respects this unfriended 
youth has his destiny under the same constellation with mine. 
We will take care he hath no opportunity to be otherwise 
than faithful, for he shall be privy to nothing, save that he is 
sent to escort the ladies of Croye to the residence of the Bishop 
of Liege. Of the probable interference of William de la 
Marck, he shall know as little as they themselves. None shall 
know that sectet but the guide, and Tristan or thou must find 
one fit for our purpose." 

"Rut in that case," said Oliver, "judging of him from his 
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cjountry and his appearance, the 3'oung man is like to stand to 
his arms so soon as the Wild Boar comes on them, and may 
not come off so easily from the tusks as he did this morning." 

" If they rend his heart-strings," said Louis, composedly, 
*' Saint Julian, blessed be his name! can send me another in 
his stead. It skills as little that the messenger is slain after 
his duty is executed, as that the flask is broken when the wine 
is drunk out. Meanwhile, we must expedite the ladies* depar- 
ture, and then persuade the Count de Cr^vecoBur that it has 
taken place without our connivance, we having been desirous 
to restore them to the custody of our fair cousin, which their 
sudden departure has unhappily prevented." 

"The Count is perhaps too wise, and his master too preju- 
diced, to believe it." 

" Holy mother ! " said Louis, " what unbelief that would be 
in Christian men ! I tell thee, so convinced am I that I could 
make Charles of Burgundy think of me in every respect as I 
would have him, that, were it necessary for silencing his doubts, 
I would ride unarmed and on a palfrey, to visit him in his tent, 
with no better guard about me than thine own simple person, 
friend Oliver." 



CHAPTER XII. 

Occupation and adventure might be said to crowd upon the 
young Scottishman with the force of a spring-tide ; for he was 
speedily summoned to the apartment of his Captain, the Lord 
Crawford, where, to his astonishment, he again beheld the 
King. After a few words respecting the honor and trust which 
were about to be reposed in him, he was not relieved merely, 
but delighted, with hearing that he was selected, with the 
assistance of four others under his command, one of whom 
was a guide, to escort the ladies of Croye to the little Court of 
their relative, the Bishop of Liege, in the safest and most com 



122 QUBNTIN DURWABD. 

modious, and, at the same time, in the most secret maimer pos- 
sible. A scroll was given him in which were set down direc- 
tions for his guidance, for the places of halt (generallj^ chosen 
in obscure villages, solitary monasteries, and situations remote 
from towns) , and for the general precautions which he was to 
attend to, especially on approaching the frontier of Burgundy. 
He was sufficiently supplied with instructions as to what he 
ought to say and do to sustain the personage of the Maitre 
d'Hotel^ of two English ladies of rank, who had been on a 
pilgrimage to Saint Martin of Tours, and were about to visit the 
holy city of Cologne, and worship the relics of the sage Eastern 
monarchs who came to adore the nativity of Bethlehem ; for 
under that character the ladies of Croye were to journey. 

But Louis had not yet done with him. That cautious mon- 
arch had to consult a counsellor of a different stamp from 
Oliver le Diable, and who was supposed to derive his skill 
from the superior and astral intelligences, as men, judging 
from their fruits, were apt to think the coansels of Oliver 
sprung from the Devil himself. 

Louis therefore led the way, followed by the impatient 
Quentin, to a separate tower of the Castle of Plessis, in which 
was installed, in no small ease and splendor, the celebrated 
astrologer, poet, and philosopher, Galeotti Marti, or Martins, 
or Martivalle, a native of Nami in Italy, the author of the 
famous Treatise, De Vulgo IncognitiSy^ and the subject of his 
age's admiration and of the panegyrics of Paulus Jovius. 

Galeotti Martivalle was a tall, bulky, yet stately man, con- 
siderably past his prime, and whose youthful habits of exercise, 
though still occasional!}' resumed, had not been able to contend 
with his natural tendency to corpulence, increased by sedentary 
study and indulgence in the pleasures of the table. He rose 
and bowed to the King, yet with the air of one to whom such 
exalted society was familiar, and who was not at all likely, 

^ Master of the household. 

* Concerning things unknown to the generality of mankind. 
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even in the royal presence, to compromise the dignity then 
especially affected by the pursuers of science. 

"You are engaged, father," said the King, '' and, as I think, 
with this new-fashioned art of multiplying manuscripts by the 
intervention of machinery.^ Can things of such mechanical 
and terrestrial import interest the thoughts of one before whom 
Heaven has unrolled her own celestial volumes ? " 

'*My brother," replied Marti valle, — "for so the tenant of 
this cell must term even the King of France, when he deigns to 
visit him as a disciple, — believe me that, in considering the 
consequences of this invention, I read with as certain augury, 
as by any combination of the heavenly bodies, the most awful 
and portentous changes/' 

" Hold, Galeotti," said Louis. " Shall these changes come 
in our time?" 

" No, my royal brother," replied Martivalle ; " this invention 
may be likened to a young tree, which is now newly planted, 
but shall in succeeding generations bear fruit as fatal, yet as 
precious, as that of the Garden of Eden: the knowledge, 
namely, of good and evil." 

Louis answered, after a moment's pause, "Let futurity look 
to what concerns them ; we are men of this age, and to this 
age we will confine our care. SuflScient for the day is the evil 
thereof. Tell me, hast thou proceeded farther in the horoscope 
which I sent thee, and of which you made me some report? I 
have brought the party hither, that you may use palmistry, or 
chiromancy,* if such is your pleasure. The matter is pressing." 

The bulky Sage arose from his seat, and, approaching the 
young soldier, fixed on him his keen, large, dark eyes, as if he 
were in the act of internally spelling and dissecting every linea- 
ment and feature. Blushing, and borne down by this close 
examination on the part of one whose expression was so rev- 
erent at once and commanding, Quentin bent his eyes on the 
ground, and did not again raise them till in the act of obeying 

1 The art of printing. 

^ The supposed axt of predicting a person's destiny from the line^ on the hand 
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the sonorous cominaud of the Astrologer, " Look np and be not 
afraid, but hold forth th}' hand." 

When Martivalle had inspected his palm, according to the 
form of the mystic arts which he practised, he led the Kin^ 
some steps aside. '• My royal brother," he said, " the physi- 
ognomy of this youth, together with the lines impressed on 
his hand, confirm, in a wonderful degree, the report which I 
founded on his horoscope,^ as well as that judgment which your 
own proficiency in our sublime arts induced you at once to 
form of him. All promises that this youth will be brave and 
fortunate." 

"And faithful?" said the King; *' for valor and fortune 
square not always with fidelity." 

"And faithful also," said the Astrologer; "for there is 
manly firmness in look and e^e, and his linea vitae^ is deeply 
marked and clear, which indicates a true and upright adherence 
to those who do benefit or lodge trust in him. But yet — " 

" Bat what?" said the King. *' Father Galeotti, wherefore 
do you now pause ? " 

" The ears of Kings," said the Sage, " are like the palates 
of those dainty patients which are unable to endure the bitter- 
ness of the drugs necessary for their recovery." 

"My ears and my palate have no such niceness," said Louis. 
"Let me hear what is useful counsel, and swallow what is 
wholesome medicine. I quaiTcl not with the rudeness of the 
one, or the harsh taste of the other. I have not been cockered 
in wantonness or indulgence ; my youth was one of exile and 
suffering. My ears are used to harsh counsel, and take no 
offence at it." 

" Then plainly. Sire," replied Galeotti, " if j'ou have aught 
in your proposed commission, which — which, in short, may 
startle a scrupulous conscience — intrust it not to this youth — 
at least, not till a few years' exercise in your service has made 
him as unscrupulous as others." 

1 Scheme of prediction drawn upon the position of the planets at a person's 
birth. ^ Line of life, one of the lines of the hand. 
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'* Will this next midnight be a propitious hour in which to 
commence a perilous journe}?" said the King. " See, here is 
your Ephemerides.^ You see the position of the moon in 
regard to Saturn and the ascendance of Jupiter. That should 
argue, methinks, in submission to your better art, success to 
him who sends forth the expedition at such an hour." 

" To him who sends forth the expedition," said the Astrol- 
oger, after a pause, "this conjunction doth indeed promise 
success; but, methinks that Saturn being combust, threatens 
danger and infortune to the party sent^ whence I infer that the 
errand may be perilous, or even fatal to those who are to 
journey. Violence and captivity, methinks, are intimated in 
that adverse conjunction." 

" Violence and captivity to those who are sent," answered 
the King, "but success to the wishes of the sender. Runs it 
not thus, my learned father? " 

" Even so," replied the Astrologer. 

The King paused, without giving any further indication how 
far this presaging speech (probably hazarded by the Astrologer 
from his conjecture that the commission related to some dan- 
gerous purpose) squared with his real object, which, as the 
reader is aware, was to betra}- the Countess Isabelle of 
Croye into the hands of William de la Marck, a nobleman 
indeed of high birth, but degraded by his crimes into a leader 
of banditti, distinguished for his turbulent disposition and 
ferocious bravery. 

The King then pulled forth a paper from his pocket, and ere 
he gave it to Marti valle, said, " I pray thee attend to the 
import of this question." He proceeded to read from the 
paper in his hand : ' • A person having on hand a weight}^ con- 
troversy, which is like to draw to debate either by law or by 
force of arms, is desirous for the present to seek accommoda- 
tion by a personal interview with his antagonist. He desires 
to know what day will be propitious for the execution of such 
a purpose ; also what is likely to be the success of such a 
1 Diary of the positions of the heavenly bodies. 
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negotiation, and whether his adversary will be moved to answer 
the confidence thus reposed in him with gratitude and kindness, 
or may rather be likely to abuse the opportunity and advantage 
which such meeting n^y afford him ? " ^ 

"It is an important question," said Martivalle, when the 
King had done reading, " and requires that I should set a 
planetary figure, and give it instant and deep consideration." 

" Let it be so, my good father in the sciences, and thou shalt 
know what it is to oblige a King of France. We are deter- 
mined, if the constellations forbid not, — and our own humble art 
leads us to think that they approve our purpose, — to hazard 
something, even in our own person, to stop these anti-Christian 
wars." 

" May the Saints forward your Majesty's pious intent," said 
the Astrologer, '* and guard 3'our sacred person ! " 

''Thanks, learned father. Here is something, the while, to 
enlarge your curious library." 

He placed under one of the volumes a small purse of gold ; 
for, economical even in his superstitions, Louis conceived the 
Astrologer sufficiently bound to his service by the pensions he 
had assigned him, and thought himself entitled to the use of 
his skill at a moderate rate, even upon great exigencies. 

Louis, having thus, in legal phrase, added a refreshing fee to 
his general retainer, turned from him to address Durward. 
''Follow me," he said, "my bonny Scot, as one chosen by 
Destiny and a Monarch to accomplish a bold adventure. All 
must be got ready, that thou mayst put foot in stirrup the very 
instant the bell of Saint Martin's tolls twelve. One minute 
sooner, one minute later, were to forfeit the favorable aspect of 
the constellations which smile on your adventure." 

Thus saying, the King left the apartment followed by his 
young guardsman, and no sooner were they gone than the 
Astrologer gave way to very different feelings from those which 
seemed to animate him during the roj-al presence. 

" The niggardly slave ! " he said, weighing the purse in hia 
1 This refers to the King's project of visiting the Duke of Burgundy. 
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band, for, being a man of unbounded expense, he had almost 
constant occasion for mone}'. "Doth he think I am to abide in 
this old Castle, like a bullfinch in a cage, fain to sing as ofb as 
he chooses to whistle and call for seed and water? Not so. 
AtU inveniam viam, aut faciamA I will discover or contrive a 
remedy. The Cardinal Balue is politic and liberal. This 
query shall to him, and it shall be his Eminence's own fault if 
the stars speak not as he would have them." 

He emptied the purse, which contained neither more nor less 
than ten gold pieces. The indignation of the Astrologer was 
extreme. "Thinks he that for such paltry rate of hire I will 
practise that celestial science which I have studied? No, by 
heaven ! He that contemns art shall perish through his own 
ignorance. Ten pieces ; a pittance I'" 



CHAPTER Xin. 

Avoiding all conversation with anyone (for such was his 
charge), Quentin Durward proceeded hastily to array himself 
in a strong but plain cuirass with thigh and arm pieces, and 
placed on his head a good steel cap without any visor. 

These were brought to his apartment by Oliver, who, with 
his quiet, insinuating smile and manner, acquainted him that 
his uncle had been summoned to mount guard purposely that he 
might make no inquiries concerning these mysterious move- 
ments. 

At a few minutes before twelve at midnight, Quentin, accord- 
ing to his directions, proceeded to the second court-yard, and 
paused under the Dauphin's Tower, which, as the reader 
knows, was assigned for the temporary residence of the Coun- 
tesses of Croye. He found, at this place of rendezvous, the 
men and horses appointed to compose the retinue, leading two 
1 1 will find a way, or make one. > See Note £. Galeotti. 
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Bumpter mules already loaded with baggage, and holding three 
palfrej's for the two Countesses and a faithful waiting-woman, 
with a stately war-horse for himself, whose steel-plated saddle 
glanced in the pale moonlight. Not a word of recognition was 
spoken on either side. The men sat still in their saddles, as if 
they were motionless ; and by the same imperfect light Quentiu 
saw with pleasure that the}^ were all armed and held long 
lances in their hands. They were only three in number ; but 
one of them whispered to Quentin, in a strong Gascon accent, 
that their guide was to join them beyond Tours. 

At length, a small door, which led from the bottom of the 
tower to the court, was unclosed, and three females came forth 
attended by a man wrapped in a cloak. They mounted in 
silence the palfreys which stood prepared for them, while their 
attendant on foot led the way, and gave the pass-words and 
signals to the watchful guards, whose posts they passed in suc- 
cession. Thus they at length reached the exterior of these 
formidable barriers. Here the man on foot, who had hitherto 
acted as their guide, paused, and spoke low and earnestly to 
the two foremost females. 

" May heaven bless you, Sire," said a voice which thrilled 
upon Quentin Durward's ear, "and forgive you, even if your 
purposes be more interested than your words express ! To be 
placed in safety under the protection of the good Bishop of 
Liege is the utmost extent of my desire." 

The person whom she thus addressed muttered an inaudible 
answer, and retreated back through the barrier-gate, while 
Quentin thought, that, by the moon-glimpse, he recognized in 
him the King himself, whose anxiety for the departure of his 
guests had probably induced him to give his presence, in case 
scruples should arise on their part, or difficulties on that of the 
guards of the Castle. 

Even the circumstances in which he was placed, though of a 
nature so engrossing, did not prevent the wonder and delight 
with which the young Scottishman, accustomed to the waste, 
though impressive landscape of his own mountains, and the 



QUENTIN DURWABD. 129 

poverty even of his country's most stately scenery, looked on a 
scene which art and nature seemed to have vied in adorning with 
their richest splendor. But he was recalled to the business of 
the moment bj^ the voice of the elder lady (pitched at least an 
octave higher than those soft tones which bid adieu to King 
Louis) , demanding to speak with the leader of the band. Spur- 
ring his horse forward, Quentin respectfully presented himself 
to the ladies in that capacity, and thus underwent the interroga 
tories of the Lady Hameline. 

" What was his name and what his degree?" 

He told both. 

" Was he perfectly acquainted with the road?" 

" He could not," he replied, " pretend to much knowledge of 
the route, but he was furnished with full instructions, and he 
was, at their first resting-place, to be provided with a guide, in 
all respects competent to the task of directing their farther 
journey ; meanwhile, a horseman who had just joined them, and 
made the number of their guard four, was to be theu: guide for 
the first stage." 

*' And wherefore were you %elected for such a duty, young 
gentleman?" said the lady; "I am told you are the same 
3'outh who was lately upon guard in the gallery in which we met 
the Princess of France. You seem young and inexperienced 
for such a charge ; a stranger too, in France, and speaking the 
language as a foreigner." 

" I am bound to obey the commands of the King, madam, 
but am not qualified to reason on them," answered the young 
soldier. 

"Are you of noble birth? " demanded the same querist. 

*' I may safely affirm so, madam," replied Quentin. 

"And are you not," said the younger lady, addressing him in 
her turn, but with a timorous accent, "the same whom I saw 
when I was called to wait upon the King at yonder inn ? " 

Lowering his voice, perhaps from similar feelings of timidity, 
Quentin answered in the affirmative. 

"Then, methinks, my cousin," said the Lady Isabelle, ad- 
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dressing the Lady Ilameline, " we must be safe under this young 
gentleman's safeguard ; he looks not, at least, like one to whom 
the execution of a plan of treacherous cruelty upon two helpless 
women could be with safety intrusted." 

" On my honor, madam," said Durward, " by the fame of my 
house, by the bones of my ancestry, I could not, for France and 
Scotland laid into one, be guilty of treachery or cruelty towards 
you ! " 

" You speak well, young man," said the Lady Hameline. 

The ladies continued their journey in silence, or in such con- 
versation as is not worth narrating, until day began to break ; 
and as they had then been on horseback for several hours, 
Quentin, lest they should be fatigued, became impatient to know 
their distance from the nearest resting-place. 

"I will show it you," answered the guide, " in half an hour." 

"And then you leave us to other guidance?" continued 
Quentin. 

" Even so, Seignior Archer," replied the man ; " my journeys 
are always short and straight. When j'ou and others, Seignior 
Archer, go b}' the bow, 1 always |o by the cord." 

The moon had by this time long been down, and the lights of 
dawn were beginning to spread bright and strong in the east. 
Quentin cast his eye on the person whom he rode beside, and, 
under the shadow of a slouched overspreading hat, which re- 
sembled the sombrero^ of a Spanish peasant, he recognized 
the facetious features of the same Petit Andr6 whose fingers, 
not long since, had, in concert with those of his lugubrious 
brother, Trois-Eschelles, been so unpleasantly active about 
his throat. Impelled by aversion, not altogether unmixed with 
fear (for in his own country the executioner is regarded with 
almost superstitious horror) , which his late narrow escape had 
not diminished, Durward instinctivel}' moved his horse's head to 
the right, and pressing him at the same time with the spur, made 
ademi-volte* which separated him eight feet from his hateful 
companion. 

^ Large hat. * A bound. 
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** Ho, ho, ho, ho ! " exclaimed Petit Andr6 ; " by onr lady of 
the Gr^ve, ^ our young soldier remembers ns of old. What ! 
comrade, you bear uo malice, I trust? — everyone wins his bread 
in this country. No man need be ashamed of haying come 
through my hands, for I will do my work with any that ever 
tied a living weight to a dead tree. And God hath given mer 
grace to be such a merry fellow withal. Ha ! ha I ha I I could 
tell you such jests 1 have cracked between the foot of the ladder 
and the top of the gallows, that, by my halidome, I have been 
obliged to do my job rather hastily, for fear the fellows should 
die with laughing, and so shame my mystery ! " 

" Keep back, thou wretched object I " exclaimed Quentin, as 
the finisher of the law again sought to approach him closer, ^' or 
I shall be tempted to teach you the distance that should be 
betwixt men of honor and such an outcast." 

Petit- Andr6 drew off to the other side of the path, and left the 
youth to digest the taunts he had treated him with, as his proud 
Scottish stomach best might. A strong desire had Quentin to 
have belabored him while the staff of his lance could hold 
together ; but he put a restraint on his passion, recollecting that 
a brawl with such a character could be credible at no time or 
place, and that a quarrel of any kind, on the present occasion, 
would be a breach of duty, and might involve the most perilous 
consequences. . But he was speedily roused from such thoughts 
by the cry of both ladies at once, '' Look back, — look back I — 
For the love of Heaven look to yourself, and us, — we are 
pursued!" 

Quentin hastily looked back, and saw that two armed men 
were in fact following them, and riding at such a pace as must 
soon bring them up with their party. '' It can," he said, " be 
only some of the Provostry making their rounds in the forest. 
Do thou look," he said to Petit- Andr6, ^^ and see what they 
may be." 

Petit- Andr^ obeyed ; and rolling himself jocosely in the saddle 
after he had made his observations, replied, " These, fair sir, 
1 The Place de Gr^ye, the general place of execution in Paris. 
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are neither your comrades nor mine, — neither Archers nor 
Marshalmen, for I think they wear helmets, with visors lowered, 
and gorgets of the same. A plague upon these gorgets, of all 
other pieces of armor! I have fumbled with them an hour 
before I could undo the rivets." 

" Do you, gracious ladies," said Dnrward, without attending 
CO Petit- Andr6, "ride forward — not so fast as to raise an 
opinion of your being in flight, and yet fast enough to avail 
yourself of the impediment which I shall presently place between 
you and these men who follow us." 

The Countess Isabelle looked to their guide, and then whis- 
pered to her aunt, who spoke to Quentin thus : " We have con- 
fidence in your care, fair Archer, and will rather abide the risk 
of whatever may chance in your company, than we will go 
onward with that man, whose mien is, we think, of no good 
augury." 

" Be it as you will, ladies," said the youth. " There are but 
two who come after us ; and though they be knights, as their 
arms seem to show, they shall, if they have any evil purpose, 
learn how a Scottish gentleman can do his devoir in the presence 
and for the defence of such as you. Which of you there," he 
continued, addressing the guards whom he commanded, " is 
willing to be my comrade, and to break a lance with these 
gallants ? " 

Two of the men obviously faltered in resolution ; but the 
third, Bertrand Guyot, swore, '^ that were they Knights of King 
Arthur's Round Table, he would try their mettle, for the honor 
of Gascony." 

While he spoke, the two knights — for they seemed of no less 
rank — came up with the rear of the party, in which Quentin, 
with his sturdy adherent, had by this time stationed himself. 
They were ftilly accoutred in excellent armor of polished steel, 
without any device by which they could be distinguished. 

One of them, as they approached, called out to Quentin, '' Sir 
Squire, give place; we come to relieve you of a charge whictf 
is above your rank and condition. You will do well to leave 
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these ladies in our care, who are fitter to wait upon them, espe- 
cially as we know that in yours they are little better than cap- 
tives." 

" In return to your demand, su's," replied Durward, " know, 
in the first place, that I am discharging the duty imposed upon 
me b}' my present Sovereign ; and next, that however unworthy 
I may be, the ladies desire to abide up^er my protection." 

'' Out, sirrah ! " exclaimed one of the champions ; " will you, 
a wandering beggar, put yourself on terms of resistance against 
belted knights?" 

'' They are indeed terms of resistance," saidQuentin, " since 
they oppose your insolent and unlawful aggression ; and if there 
be difference of rank between us, which as yet I know not, your 
discourtesy has done it away. Draw your sword, or, if you will 
use the lance, take ground for your career." 

While the Knights turned then* horses, and rode back to the 
distance of about a hundred and fifty yards, Quentin, looking at 
the ladies, bent low on his saddle-bow, as if desiring their 
favorable regard, and as they streamed towards him their ker- 
chiefs, in token of encouragement, the two assailants had gained 
the distance necessary for their charge. 

Calling to the Gascon to bear himself like a man, Durward 
put his steed into motion ; and the four horsemen met in full 
career in the midst of the ground which at first separated them. 
The shock was fatal to the poor Gascon ; for his adversary, aim- 
ing at his face, which was undefended by a visor, ran him through 
the eye into the brain, so that he fell dead fcom his horse. 

On the other hand, Quentin, though laboring under the same 
disadvantage, swayed himself in the saddle so dexterously, that 
the hostile lance, slightly scratching his cheek, passed over his 
right shoulder ; while his own spear, striking his antagonist fair 
upon the breast, hurled him to the ground. Quentin jumped 
ofl!" to unhelm his fallen opponent ; but the other Knight (who 
had never 3'et spoken) , seeing the fortune of his companion, 
dismounted still more speedily than Durward, and bestriding his 
friend, who lay senseless, exclaimed, " Ip the name of Saint 
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Martin, mount, good fellow, and get thee gone with thy woman's 
ware ! They have caused mischief enough this morning." 

"By 3'our leave, Sir Knight," said Quentin, who could not 
brook the menacing tone in which this advice was given, " I 
will first see whom I have had to do with, and learn who is to 
answer for the death of my comrade." 

" That shalt thou ne^r live to know or to tell," answered 
the Knight. "Get thee back in peace, good fellow. If we 
were fools for interrupting your passage, we have had the 
worst, for thou hast done more evil than the lives of thou and 
thy whole band could repay. Nay, if thou tJoiU have it" (for 
Quentin now drew his sword, and advanced on him), " take it 
with a vengeance ! " 

So saying, he dealt the Scot such a blow on the helmet, as 
till that moment (though bred where good blows were plenty) , 
he had only read of in romance. It descended like a thunder- 
bolt, beating down tlio guard which the young soldier had 
raised to protect his head, and reaching his helmet of proof, 
cut it through so far as to touch his hair, but without farther 
injury ; while Durward, dizzy, stunned, and beaten down on 
one knee, was for an instant at the mercy of the Knight, had it 
pleased him to second his blow. But compassion for Quentin's 
youth, or admiration for his courage, or a generous love of fair 
play, made him withhold from taking such advantage ; while 
Durward, collecting himself, sprung up and attacked his antag- 
onist with the energy of one determined to conquer or die, and 
at the same time with the presence of mind necessary for fight- 
ing the quarrel out to the best advantage. Resolved not again 
to expose himself to such dreadful blows as he had just sus- 
tained, he employed the advantage of superior agility, increased 
by the comparative lightness of his armor, to harass his antag- 
onist by traversing on all sides, with a suddenness of motion 
and rapidity of attack against which the Knight, in his heavy 
panoply, found it difficult to defend himself without much 
fatigue. 

" Now the devil be with thee for an obstinate and pre- 
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sumptuous fool," muttered the Knight, ^Hhat cannot be quiet 
till thou art knocked on the head!" So saying, he changed 
his mode of fighting, collected himself, as if to stand on the 
defensive, and seemed contented with parrying, instead of 
returning, the blows which Quentin unceasingly aimed at him, 
with the internal resolution, that the instant when either loss of 
breath, or any false or careless pass of the young soldier should 
give an opening, he would put an end to the fight by a single 
blow. It is likely he might have succeeded in this artful policy, 
but Fate had ordered it otherwise. 

The duel was still at the hottest, when a large party of horse 
rode up, crj'ing, " Hold, in the King's name ! " Both cham- 
pions stepped back, and Quentin saw, with surprise, that his 
Captain, Lord Crawford, was at the head of the party who had 
thus interrupted their combat. There was also Tristan THer- 
mite, with two or three of his followers ; making, in all, per- 
haps twenty horse. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

The arrival of Lord Crawford and his guard put an imme- 
diate end to the engagement which we endeavored to describe 
in the last chapter ; and the Knight, throwing off his helmet, 
hastily gave the old Lord his sword, saying, "Crawford, I 
render myself. But hither, and lend me j'our ear; a word, 
for heaven's sake. Save the Duke of Orleans ! " 

"How! what? the Duke of Orleans!" exclaimed the 
Scottish commander. "How came this, in the name of the 
foul fiend? It will ruin the callant with the King, for ever and 
a day." 

" Ask no questions," said Dunois, for it was no other than 
he. " It was all m}^ fault. See, he stirs. I came forth but to 
have a snatch at yonder damsel, and make myself a landed and 
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a married man, and see what is oome on't. Keep back yonr 
canaille.^ Let no man look upon him." So saying, he opened 
the visor of Orleans, and threw water on his face, which was 
afforded by the neighboring lake. 

Quentin Durward, meanwhile, stood like one planet-stmck, 
so fast did new adventures pour in upon him. He had now, 
as the pale features of his first antagonist assured him, borne 
to the earth the first Prince of the blood in France, and had 
measured swords with her best champion, the celebrated 
Dunois ; both of them achievements honorable in themselves ; 
but whether they might be called good service to the King, or 
so esteemed by him, was a very different question. 

The Duke had now recovered his breath, and was able to sit 
up and give attention to what passed betwixt Dunois and 
Crawford, while the former pleaded eagerly, that there was no 
occasion to mention in the matter the name of the most noble 
Orleans, while he was ready to take the whole blame on his 
own shoulders ; and to avouch that the Duke had only come 
hither in friendship to him. 

Lord Crawford continued listening with his eyes fixed on the 
ground, and from time to time he sighed and shook his head. 
At length he said, looking up, " Thou knowest, Dunois, that 
for thy father's sake, as well as thine own, I would fhll fain do 
thee a service." 

" It is not for myself I demand anjiihing," answered Dunois. 
"Thou hast my sword, and I am your prisoner. What needs 
more ? But it is for this noble Prince, the only hope of France, 
if God should call the Dauphin.^ He only came hither to do 
me a favor, in an effort to make my fortune, in a matter which 
the King had partly encouraged." 

"Dunois," replied Crawford, "if another had told me thou 
hadst brought the noble Prince into this jeopardy to serve any 
purpose of thine own, I had told him it was false. And now, 
that thou dost pretend so thyself, I can hardly believe it is for 
the sake of speaking the truth." 

1 Low persons. ^ Title ot the eldest son of the King of France. 
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*' Noble Crawford," said Orleans, who had now entirely 
recovered from his swoon, " you are too like in character to your 
friend Dunois, not to do him justice. It was indeed I that 
dragged him hither, most unwillingly, upon an enterprise of 
hare-brained passion, suddenly and rashly undertaken. Look 
on me all who will," he added, rising up and turning to the 
soldiery. " I am Louis of Orleans, willing to pay the penalty 
of my own folly. I trust the King will limit his displeasure to 
me, as it is but just. Meanwhile, as a child of France must 
not give up his sword to any one — not even to you, brave 
Crawford — fare thee well, good steel." 

So saying, he drew his sword from its scabbard, and flung 
it into the lake. 

" What had you to do with my safety, my most princely 
cousin, I would pray to know ?" answered Dunois gruffly ; *' what 
in God's name was it to you, if I had a mind to be hanged, or 
strangled, or flung into the Loire, or disposed of in any other 
way in which it might please King Louis to get rid of his faith- 
ful subject? But it would not have stood so hard with me. 
And so much for my safety. And then for your own honor ; 
by the blush of Saint Magdalene, I think the honor would have 
been to have missed this morning's work, or kept it out of 
sight. Here has your Highness got 3'ourself unhorsed by a 
wild Scottish boy." 

" Tut, tut I " said Lord Crawford ; " never shame his High- 
ness for that. It is not the first time a Scottish boy hath broke 
a good lance. I am glad the youth hath borne him well." 

"I will say nothing to the contrary," said Dunois; "yet, 
had your Lordship come something later than you did, there 
might have been a vacancy in your band of Archers." 

"Ay, ay," answered Lord Crawford; "I can read your 
handwriting in that cleft morion. Some one take it from the 
lad, and give him a bonnet, which, with its steel lining, will 
keep his head better than that broken loom. And let me tell 
your Lordship, that your own armor of proof is not without 
some marks of good Scottish handwriting. But, Dunois, I must 
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now request the Duke of Orleans and you to take horse and 
accompany me « as I have power and commission to convey 
you to a place different from that which my good-will might 
assign you." 

*' May I not speak one word, my Lord of Crawford, to yon- 
der fair ladies? " said the Duke of Orleans. 

" Not one syllable," answered Lord Crawford ; *' I am too 
much a friend of your Highness to permit such an act of folly." 
Then, addressing Quentin, he added, *' You, young man, have 
done your duty. Go on to obey the charge with which you are 
intrusted." 

*' The young man," said Petit-Andr6, now coming forward, 
^' has only to keep the path which lies straight before him, and 
it will conduct him to a place where he will find the man who is 
to act as his guide." 

Lord Crawford, requesting the Duko of Orleans and Dunois 
to ride one on either hand of him, made a signal of adieu to the 
ladies, and said to Quentin, " God bless thee, my child; thou 
hast begun thy service valiantly, though in an unhappy cause." 
He was about to go off, when Quentin could hear Dunois whis- 
per to Crawford, " Do you carry us to Plessis? " 

" No, my unhappy and rash friend," answered Crawford with 
a sigh ; " to Loches." 

''To Loches! " The name of a castle, or rather prison, 
yet more dreaded than Plessis itself, fell like a death-toll upon 
the ear of the young Scotchman. 

As he was now again at the head of the little troop, and 
pursuing the road which had been pointed out to him, the Lady 
Hameline had an opportunity to say to him, — 

" Methinks, fair sir, you regret the victory which your gal- 
lantry has attained in our behalf? " 

There was something in the question which sounded like 
irony, but Quentin had tact enough to answer simply and with 
sincerit}'. 

"I can regret nothing that is done in the service of such 
ladies as you are; but, methinks, had it consisted with your 
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safety, I had rather have fallen by the sword of so good a sol- 
dier as Dunois, than have been the means of consigning that 
renowned knight and his unhappy chief, the Duke of Orleans, 
to 3onder fearful dungeons." 

" It was then the Duke of Orleans," said the elder lady, 
turning to her niece. '' I thought so, even at the distance from 
which we beheld the fray. You see, kinswoman, what we 
might have been, had this sly and avaricious monarch per- 
mitted us to be seen at his Court. The first Prince of the 
blood of France and the valiant Dunois, whose name is known 
as wide as that of his heroic father. This young gentleman 
did his devoir bravely and well ; but methinks 'tis a pity that 
he did not succumb with honor, since his ill-advised gallantry 
has stood betwixt us and these princely rescuers." 

The Countess Isabelle replied in a firm and almost a dis- 
pleased tone ; with an energy, in short, which Quentin had not 
yet observed her use. 

"Madam," she said, "but that I know you jest, I would 
say 3'our speech is ungrateful to our brave defender, to whom 
we owe more, perhaps, than you are aware of. Had these 
gentlemen succeeded so far in their rash enterprise as to have 
defeated our escort, is it not still evident that, on the arrival of 
the Royal Guard, we must have shared their captivity. For 
my own part, I give tears, and will soon bestow masses, on the 
brave man who has fallen, and I trust " (she continued more 
timidly) " that he who lives will accept my grateful thanks." 

As Quentin turned his face towards her to return the fitting 
acknowledgments, she saw the blood which streamed down on 
one side of his face, and exclaimed in a tone of deep feeling, 
^ ^ Hol}^ Virgin, he is wounded ! he bleeds ! Dismount, sir, and 
let your wound be bound up." 

In spite of all that Durward could say of the slightness of 
his hurt, he was compelled to dismount, and to seat himself on 
a bank, and unhelmet himself, while the ladies of Croye, who, 
according to a fashion not as yet antiquated, pretended some 
knowledge of leechcraf t, washed the wound, stanched the blood, 
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and bound it with the kerchief of the younger Countess, in 
order to exclude the air, for so their practice prescribed. 

In the meantime, whether the good Lady Hameline under- 
stood and admired masculine beauty as much as when she was 
fifteen years younger (for the good Countess was at least 
thirty-five, if the records of that noble house speak the truth) , 
or whether she thought she had done their young protector less 
justice than she ought, in the first view she had taken of his 
services, it is certain that he began to find favor in her eyes. 

" My niece," she said, " has bestowed on you a kerchief for 
the binding of your wound ; I will give you one to grace your 
gallantr}", and to encourage you in your farther progress in 
chivalry." 

So saying, she gave him a richly embroidered kerchief of blue 
and silver, and pointing to the housing of her palfrey, and the 
plumes in her riding-cap, desired him to observe that the colors 
were the same. 

The fashion of the time prescribed one absolute mode of 
receiving such a favor, which Quentin followed accordingly, by 
tying the napkin around his arm ; yet his manner of acknowl- 
edgment had more of awkwardness, and less of gallantry in it, 
than perhaps it might have had at another time, and in another 
presence ; for though the wearing of a lady's favor, given in 
such a manner, was merely a matter of general compliment, he 
would much rather have preferred the right of displaying on his 
arm that which bound the wound inflicted by the sword of 
Dunois. 

Quentin now began to entertain some alarm lest he should 
have passed the place where his guide was to join him, — a most 
serious disaster, and from which, should it really have taken 
place, the very worst consequences were to be apprehended. 

While he hesitated, he heard the blast of a horn, and looking 
in the direction from which the sound came, beheld a horseman 
riding very fast towards them. The low size, and wild, shaggy, 
untrained state of the animal, reminded Quentin of the moun- 
tain breed of horses in his own country ; but this was much 
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more finely limbed, and, with the same appearance of hardi- 
ness, was more rapid in its movements. The head particularly, 
which, in the Scottish pony, is often lumpish and heavy, was 
small and well placed in the neck of this animal, with thin jaws, 
full sparkling eyes, and expanded nostrils. 

The rider was even more singular in his appearance than the 
horse which he rode, though that was extremely unlike the 
horses of France. His dress was a red turban of small size, in 
which he wore a sullied plume, secured by a clasp of silver ; his 
tunic, which was shaped like those of the Estradiots (a sort of 
troops whom the Venetians at that time levied in the provinces,, 
on the eastern side of their gulf) , was green in color, and taw- 
drily laced with gold ; he wore very wide drawers or trousers 
of white, though none of the cleanest, which gathered beneath 
the knee, and his swarthy legs were quite bare, unless for the 
complicated laces which bound a pair of sandals on his feet ; 
he had no spurs, the edge of his large stirrups being so sharp as 
to serve to goad the horse in a very severe manner. 

^^He also is a Bohemian!" said the ladies to each other; 
" Holy Mary, will the Kmg again place confidence in these out- 
casts?" 

" I will question the man, if it be your pleasure," said Quen- 
tin, " and assure myself of his fidelity as I best may." 

Durward, as well as the ladies of Croye, had recognized in 
this man's dress and appearance the habit and manners of 
those vagrants with whom he had been nearly confounded by 
the hasty proceedings of Trois-Eschelles and Petit- Andr6, and 
he, too, entertained very natural apprehensions concerning the 
risk of reposing trust in one of that vagrant race. 

'* Art thou come hither to seek us? " was his first question. 

The stranger nodded. 

"And for what purpose?" 

" To guide you to the Palace of Him of Liege." 

"Of the Bishop?" 

The Bohemian again nodded. 

" What token canst thou give me, that we should yield ere- 
dence to thee?" 
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^^ Even the old rhyme, and no other," answered the Bohe- 
mian, — 

" ' The page slew the boar. 
The peer had the gloire.' " * 

"A tme token," said Quentin ; " lead on, good fellow ; I will 
speak farther with thee presently." Then fallmg back to the 
ladies, he said, '^ I am convinced this man is the guide we are 
to expect, for he hath brought me a pass-word, known, I think, 
but to the King and me. But I will discourse with him farther, 
and endeavor to ascertain how far he is to be trusted." 



CHAPTER XV. 

While Quentin held the brief communication with the ladies, 
necessary to assure them that this extraordinary addition to 
their party was the guide whom they were to expect on the 
King's part, he noticed (for he was as alert in observing the 
motions of the stranger, as the Bohemian could be on his part) , 
that the man not only turned his head as far back as he could, 
to peer at them, but that, with a singular sort of agility, more 
resembling that of a monkey than of a man, he had screwed his 
whole person around on the saddle, so as to sit almost sidelong 
upon the horse, for the convenience, as it seemed, of watching 
them more attentively. 

Not greatly pleased with this manoeuvre, Quentin rode up to 
the Bohemian, and said to him, as he suddenly assumed his 
proper position on the horse, " Methinks, friend, you will prove 
but a blind guide, if you look at the tail of your horse rather 
than his ears." 

" And if I were actually blind," answered the Bohemian, " I 
could not the less guide you through any county in this realm 
of France, or in those adjoining to it." 

1 Glory. 
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" Yet you are no Frenchman born," said the Scot. 

" I am not," answered the guide. 

" What is thine own name?" said Durward. 

" My proper name is only known to my brethren. The men 
beyond our tents call me Hayraddin Maugrabin, that is, Hay- 
raddin the African Moor." 

" Thou speakest too well for one who hath lived always in 
thy filthy horde," said the Scot. 

'^I have learned some of the knowledge of this land," said 
Hayraddin. " When I was a little boy, our tribe was chased 
by the hunters after human flesh. An arrow went through my 
mother's head, and she died. I was entangled in the blanket 
on her shoulders, and was taken by the pursuers. A priest 
begged me from the Provost's archers, and trained me up in 
Frankish learning for two or three years." 

" How came you to part with him?" demanded Durward. 

"I stole money from him — even the God which he wor- 
shipped," answered Hayraddin, with perfect composure; "he 
detepted me, and beat me ; I stabbed him with my knife, fled 
to the woods, and was again united to my people." 

"Wretch!" said Durward, "did you murder your bene- 
factor?" 

" What had he to do to burden me with his benefits? The 
Zingaro boy was no house-bred cur, to dog the heels of his mas- 
ter, and crouch beneath his blows, for scraps of food. He was 
the imprisoned wolf-whelp, which at the first opportunity broke 
his chain, rended his master, and returned to the wilderness." 

There was another pause, when the young Scot, with a view 
of still farther investigating the character and purpose of this 
suspicious guide, asked Hayraddin, " Whether it was not true 
that his people, amid their ignorance, pretended to a knowl- 
edge of futurity, which was not given to the sages, philoso- 
phers, and divines, of more polished society?" 

"We pretend to it," said Hayraddin, "and it is with jus- 
tice." 

" How can it be that so high a gift is bestowed on so abject 
a race?" said Quentin. 
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"Can I tell you?" answered Haj-raddin. ''Yes, I niay 
indeed ; but it is when you shall explain to me why the dog can 
trace the footsteps of a man, while man, the nobler animal, 
hath not power to trace those of the dog. These powers, which 
seem to you so wonderful, are instinctive in our race. From 
the lines on the face and on the hand, we can tell the fhture 
fate of those who consult us, even as surely as you know from 
the blossom of the tree in spring what fruit it will bear in the 
harvest." 

" I doubt of your knowledge, and defy you to the proof." 

" Defy me not. Sir Squire," said Hayraddin Maugrabin. "I 
can tell you, that, say what you will of your religion, the God- 
dess whom you worship rides in this company." 

" Peace ! " said Quentin, in astonishment ; " on thy life, not 
a word farther, but in answer to what I ask thee. Canst thon 
be faithful?" ' 

'^ I can ; all men can," said the Bohemian. 

" But wilt thou be faithful? " 

"Wouldst thou believe me the more should I swear it?** 
answered Maugrabin, with a sneer. 

*' Thy life is in my hand," said the young Scot. 

" Strike, and see whether I fear to die," answered the Bohe- 
mian. 

"Will money render thee a trusty guide ? " demanded Dur- 
ward. 

" If I be not such without it, no," replied the heathen. 

" Then what will bind thee? " aaked the Scot. 

" Kindness," replied the Bohemian. 

" Shall I swear to show thee such, if thou art true guide to 
as on this pilgrimage ! " 

"No," replied Ha^Taddin, " it were extravagant waste of a 
conunodity so rare. To thee I am bound already." 

" How? " exclaimed Durward, more surprised than ever. 

"Remember the chestnut-trees on the banks of the Cher! 
The victim, whose body thou didst cut down, was my brother, 
Zamet the Maugrabin." 
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"And yet," said Quentin, "I find you in correspondence 
with those very oflacers by whom your brother was done to 
death ; for it was one of them who directed me where to meet 
with* you ; the same, doubtless, who procured yonder ladies 
your services as a guide." 

*' What can we do ? " answered Hayraddin gloomily. ' ' These 
men deal with us as the sheep-dogs do with the flock ; they pro- 
tect us for a while, drive us hither and thither at their pleasure, 
and always end by guiding us to the shambles." 

Durward, parting from the guide, fell back to the rest of the 
retinue, very little satisfied with the character of Hayraddin, 
and entertaining little confidence in the professions of gratitude 
which he had personally made to him. He proceeded to sound 
the other two men who had been assigned him for attendants, 
and he was concerned to find them stupid, and as unfit to assist 
him with counsel, as in the rencounter they had shown them- 
selves reluctant to use their weapons. 

"It is all the better," said Quentin to himself, his spirit 
rising with the apprehended diflSculties of his situation; " that 
lovely young lady shall owe all to. me. What one hand, — ay, 
and one head can do, methinks I can boldly count upon. I 
have seen my father's house on fire, and he and my brothers 
lying dead amongst the fiames! I gave not an inch back, but 
fought it out to the last. Now I am two j-ears older, and have 
the best and fairest cause to bear me well that ever kindled 
mettle within a brave man's bosom." 

Acting upon this resolution, the attention and activity which 
Quentin bestowed during the journey had in it something that 
gave him the appearance of ubiquity. His principal and most 
favorite post was, of course, by the side of the ladies ; who, 
sensible of his extreme attention to their safety, began to con- 
verse with him in almost the tone of familiar friendship, and 
appeared to take great pleasure in the naiveU^^ yet shrewdness 
of his conversation. Yet Quentin did not suffer the fascination 

1 Simplicity. 
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of this intercourse to interfere with the vigilant discharge of his 
duty. 

Their resting-places were chiefly the monasteries, most of 
which were obliged by the rules of their foundation to receive 
pilgrims — under which character the ladies travelled — with 
hospitality, and without any troublesome inquiries into their rank 
and character, which most persons of distinction were desirous 
of concealing while in the discharge of their vows. 

One circumstance gave Quentin peculiar trouble, which was 
the character and nation of his guide; who, as a heathen, and 
an infidel vagabond, addicted besides to occult arts (the badge 
of all his tribe), was often looked upon as a very improper 
guest for the holy resting-places at which the company usually 
halted, and was not, in consequence, admitted within even the 
outer circuit of their walls, save with extreme reluctance. This 
was very embarrassing ; for, on the one hand, it was necessary 
to keep in good humor a man who was possessed of the secret 
of their expedition ; and on the other, Quentin deemed it indis- 
pensable to maintain a vigilant though secret watch on Hayrad- 
din's conduct, in order that, as far as might be, he should hold 
no communication with any one, without being observed. This 
of course was impossible, if the Bohemian was lodged without 
the precincts of the convent at which they stopped, and Dur- 
ward could not help thinking that Hayraddin was desirous of 
bringing about this latter arrangement ; for, instead of keeping 
himself still and quiet in the quarters allotted to him, his con- 
versation, tricks, and songs, were, at the same time, so enter- 
taining to the novices and younger brethren, and so unedifying 
in the opinion of the seniors of the fraternity, that, in more 
cases than one, it required all the authority, supported by 
threats, which Quentin could exert over him, to restrain his 
irreverent and untimeous jocularity, and all the interest he 
could make with the superiors, to prevent the heathen hound 
from being thrust out of doors. 

But upon the tenth or twelfth day of their journey, after they 
had entered Flanders, and were approaching the town of 
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Namur, all the efforts of Quentin became inadeqnate to sap« 
press the consequences of the scandal given by his heathen 
guide. The scene was a Franciscan convent, and of a strict 
and reformed order, and the Prior a man who afterwards died 
in the odor of sanctity. After rather more than the usual scru- 
ples (which were, indeed, in such a case to be expected) had 
been surmounted, the obnoxious Bohemian at length obtained 
quarters in an out-house inhabited by a lay-brother who acted 
as gardener. The ladies retired to their apartment, as usual, 
and the Prior, who chanced to have some distant alliances and 
friends in Scotland, and who was fond of hearing foreigners 
tell of their native countries, invited Quentin, with whose mien 
and conduct he seemed much pleased, to a slight monastic 
refection in his own cell. Finding the Father a man of intelli- 
gence, Quentin did not neglect the opportunity of making him- 
self acquainted with the state of affairs in the country of Liege, 
of which, during the last two days of their journey, he had 
heard such reports as made him very apprehensive for the secu- 
rity of his charge during the remainder of their route, nay, even 
of the Bishop's power to protect them, when they should be 
safely conducted to his residence. The replies of the Prior 
were not very consolatory. 

At this crisis theh* conversation was interrupted by the Sacri- 
stan, who, in a voice almost inarticulate with anger, accused the 
Bohemian of having practised the most abominable arts of delu- 
sion among the younger brethren. 

The Father Prior listened to these complaints for some time 
in silence, as struck with mute horror by their enormous atroc- 
ity. When the Sacristan had concluded, he rose up, descended 
to the court of the convent, and ordered the lay-brethren, on 
pain of the worst consequences of spiritual disobedience, to 
beat Hayraddin out of the sacred precincts with their broom- 
staves and cart-whips. 

This sentence was executed accordingly, in the presence 
of Quentin Durward, who, however vexed at the occurrence, 
easily saw that his interference would be of no avail. 
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The noise and riot was the greater, that the inexperienced 
cudgel-players, among whom Ha^raddin ran the gauntlet, hit 
each other more frequentij* than the}* hit him ; till at length, 
desirous of ending a scene which was more scandalous than 
cdifj'ing, the Prior commanded the wicket to be flung open, and 
the Bohemian, darting through it mth the speed of lightning, 
fled forth into the moonlight. 

During this scene, a suspicion which Durward had formerly 
entertained, recurred with additional strength. Hayraddin had, 
that very morning, promised to him more modest and discreet 
behavior than he was wont to exhibit, when they rested in a 
convent on their journey ; yet he had broken his engagement, 
and had been even more offensively obstreperous than usual. 

!No sooner did this suspicion dart once more through Quen- 
tin's mind, than, alert as he always was in his motions, he 
resolved to follow his cudgelled guide, and observe (secretly if 
possible) how he disposed of himself. Accordingly, when the 
Bohemian fled, as already mentioned, out at the gate of the 
convent, Quentin, hastily explaining to the Prior the necessity 
of keeping sight of his guide, followed in pursuit of him.^ 



CHAPTER XVI. 

When Quentin sallied from the convent, he could mark 
the precipitate retreat of the Bohemian, whose dark figure was 
seen in the far moonlight flying with the speed of a flogged 
hound quite through the street of the little village, and across 
the level meadow that lay beyond. 

*'My friend runs fast," said Quentin to himself; "but he 
must run faster yet to escape the fleetest foot that ever pressed 
the heather of Glen-houlakin." 

At length the Bohemian, having traversed a meadow, and 
1 See Note F. Religion of the Bohemians or Gipsies. 
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attained the side of a little stream, the banks of which were 
ciothed with alders and willows, Quentin observed that he stood 
still, and blew a low note on his horn, which was answered by 
a whistle at some little distance. 

" This is a rendezvous,'* thought Quentin ; " but how shall I 
come near enough to overhear what passes ? the sound of my 
steps, and the rustling of the boughs through which I must force 
my passage, will betray me, unless I am cautious. I will stalk 
them, by Saint Andrew, as if they were Glen-Isla deer ; the}' 
shall learn that I have not conned woodcraft for nought. Yon- 
der they meet, the two shadows — and two of them there are — 
odds against me if I am discovered, and if their purpose be 
unfriendly, as is much to be doubted. And then the Countess 
Isabelle loses her poor friend ! Well, and he were not worthy 
to be called such, if he were not ready to meet a dozen in her 
behalf. Have I not crossed swords with Dunois, the best 
knight in France, and shall I fear a tribe of yonder vagabonds? 
Pshaw ! God and St. Andrew to fjiend, they will find me both 
stout and wary." 

Thus resolving, and with a degree of caution taught him by 
his silvan habits, our friend descended into the channel of the 
little stream, which varied in depth, sometimes scarce covering 
his shoes, sometimes coming up to his knees, and so crept 
along, his form concealed b}' the boughs overhanging the bank, 
and his steps unheard amid the ripple of the water. Being 
under the drooping branches of a magnificent weeping willow, 
which almost swept the surface of the water, he caught hold of 
one of its boughs, by the assistance of which, exerting at once 
much agility, dexterity, and strength, he raised himself up into 
the body of the tree, and sat, secure from discovery, among the 
central branches. 

From this situation he could discover that the person with 
whom Hayraddin was now conversing was one of his own tribe, 
and, at the same time, he perceived, to his great disappoint- 
ment, that no approximation could enable him to comprehend 
their language, which was totally unknown to him. 
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On a sudden, a whistle was again heard in the distance, 
which was once more answered by a low tone or two of Hay- 
raddin's horn. Presently afterwards, a tall, stout, soldierly- 
looking man, a strong contrast in point of thewes and sinews to 
the small and slender-limbed Bohemians, made his appearance. 
He had a broad baldric over his shoulder, which sustained a 
sword that hung almost across his person, over the tight buff- 
jacket which he wore, and the right sleeve of which displayed a 
silver boar's head, the crest of his Captain. 

" Donner and blitz ! " ^ was his first salutation, in a sort of 
German-French, which we can only imperfectly imitate, "Why 
have you kept me dancing in attendance dis dree nights ? " 

" I could not see you sooner, Meinherr," said Hayraddin, 
very submissively; "there is a young Scot, with as quick an 
eye as the wild-cat, who watches m}^ least motions. He sus- 
pects me already, and, should he find his suspicion confirmed, I 
were a dead man on the spot, and he would carry back the 
women into France again." 

"Was henker!" said the lanzknecht*; " we are three ; we 
will attack them to-morrow, and carry the women off without 
going farther. You said the two valets were cowards ; jou and 
your comrade may manage them, and the Teufel ' sail hold me, 
but I match your Scots wild-cat." 

"You will find that foolhardy," said Hayraddin; "for, 
besides that we count ourselves not much in fighting, this spark 
hath matched himself with the best knight in France, and come 
off with honor. I have seen those who saw him press Dunois 
hard enough." 

"It is but your cowardice that speaks," said the German 
soldier. 

"I am no more a coward than yourself," said HajTaddin ; 
"but my trade is not fighting. If you keep the appointment 
where it was laid, it is well ; if not, I guide them safely to the 
Bishop's Palace, and William de la Marck may easily possess 
himself of them there, provided he is half as strong as he pre- 
tended a week since." 

1 Thunder and Uglitning. ^ Su^Mcnum. < Devil. 
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"Poz tausend!" said the soldier, "we are as strong and 
stronger ; but we hear of a hundreds of the lances of Burgund, 
dat ist, see you, five men to a lance do make five hundreds, 
and then hold me the devil, they will be fainer to seek for us, 
than we to seek for them ; for der Bischoff hath a goot force on 
footing — ay, indeed ! " 

" You must then hold to the ambuscade at the Cross of the 
Three Kings, or give up the adventure," said the Bohemian. 

"Geb up — geb up the adventure of the rich bride for our 
noble hauptmanM" I will charge through hell first. Mein 
soul, we will be all princes and hertzogs, whom they call dukes, 
and we will hab a snab at the wein-kellar, and at the mouldy 
French crowns, and it may be at the pretty garces too, when 
He with de beard is weary on them." 

"The ambuscade at the Cross of the Three Kings then still 
holds ? " said the Bohemian. 

"Mein Got, ay! you will swear to bring them there; and 
when they are on their knees before the cross, and down from 
ofi" their horses, which all men do, except such black heathens 
as thou, we will make in on them, and they are ours." 

"Ay; but I promised this piece of necessary villainy only 
on one condition," said Hayraddin. " I will not have a hair of 
the young man's head touched. If you swear this to me by 
your Three Dead Men of Cologne, I will swear to you, by the 
Seven Night Walkers, that I will^serve you truly as to the rest. 
And if you break 3'our oath, the Night Walkers shall wake you 
seven nights from your sleep, between night and morning, and, 
on the eighth, they shall strangle and devour you." 

" But what need you be so curious about the life of this boy, 
who is neither your bloot nor kin ? " said the German. 

" No matter for that, honest Heinrick ; some men have pleas- 
ure in cutting throats, some in keeping them whole. So sweai 
to me, that 3"ou will spare him life and limb, or, by the bright 
star Aldeboran, this matter shall go no farther. Swear, and b^ 

^Captain, 
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the Three Kings, as you call them, of Cologne. I know you 
C5are for no other oath." 

^^Du bist em comische man," said the lanzknecht, ^'I 
swear — " 

" Not yet," said the Bohemian. " Faces about, brave lanz- 
knecht, and look to the east, else the Kings may not hear you." 

The soldier took the oath in the manner prescribed, and then 
declared that he would be in readiness, observing the place was 
quite convenient, being scarce five miles from their present 
leaguer. 

" But, were it not making sure work to have a fahnlein^ of 
riders on the other road, by the left side of the inn, which might 
trap them if they go that way ? " 

The Bohemian considered a moment, and then answered, 
"No; the appearance of their troops in that direction might 
alarm the garrison of Namur, and then they would have a 
doubtful fight, instead of assured success. Besides, they shall 
travel on the right bank of the Maes, for I can guide them 
which way I will ; for sharp as this same Scottish mountaineer 
is, he hath never asked any one's advice, save mine, upon the 
direction of their route. Undoubtedly, I was assigned to him 
by an assured friend, whose word no man mistrusts till they 
come to know him a little." 

"Hark ye, friend Hayraddin," said the soldier, "I would 
ask you somewhat. You and your bruder were, as you say 
yourself, gross sternen-deuter, that is, star-lookers and geister- 
seers. Now, what henker was it made you not foresee him, 
your bruder Zamet, to be hanged?" 

"I will tell you, Heinrick," said Ha^Taddin; "if I could 
have known my brother was such a fool as to tell the counsel 
of King Louis to Duke Charles of Burgundy, I could have fore- 
told his death as sure as I can foretell fair weather in July. 
Louis hath both ears and hands at the Court of Burgundy, and 
Charles's counsellors love the chink of French gold as well as 

\ou dost the clatter of a wine-pot. But fore thee well, and 

te. '"^"^^P- 
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keep appointment. I must await m}^ early Scot a bow-shot 
without the gate of the den of the lazy swine yonder, else will 
he think me about some excursion which bodes no good to the 
success of his journe}." 

The worthies parted, after each had again pledged himself to 
keep the rendezvous at the Cross of the Three Kings. 

Quentin Durward watched until they were out of sight, and 
then descended from his place of concealment, his heart throb- 
bing at the narrow escape which he and his fair charge had 
made — if, indeed, it could yet be achieved — from a deep-laid 
plan of villainy. Afraid, on his return to the monastery, of 
stumbling upon Hayraddin, he made a long detour, at the 
expense of traversing some very rough ground, and was thus 
enabled to return to his asylum on a different point from that 
by which he left it." 

At length Durward settled a plan of operation, on which he 
could the better reckon, as the execution rested entirely upon 
himself ; and, in the cause in which he was engaged, he felt 
himself capable of everything. Just as his plan was deter- 
mined, he reached the convent. 

Upon knocking gently at the gate, a brother, considemtely 
stationed for that purpose by the Prior, opened it, and 
acquainted him that the brethren were to be engaged in the 
tt^ioir till daybreak, praying Heaven to forgive to the commu- 

""V the various scandals which had that evening taken place 
jxg them. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

By peep of day Quentin Durward had forsaken his little cell, 
had roused the sleepy grooms, and, with more than his wonted 
care, seen that everything was prepared for the daj^'s journey. 

The Prior blessed the party as they mounted to depart, and 
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congratulated Quentin on the absence of his heathen guide; 
^' for," said the venerable man, ''better stumble in the path as 
be upheld by the arm of a thief or robber." 

Quentin was not quite of his opinion ; for, dangerous as he 
knew the Bohemian to be, he thought he could use his services, 
and, at the same time, baffle his treasonable purpose, now that 
he saw clearly to what it tended. But his anxiety upon this 
subject was soon at an end, for the little cavalcade was not an 
hundred yards from the monastery and the village before Mau- 
grabin joined it, riding as usual on his little active and wild- 
looking jennet. Their road led them along the side of the same 
brook where Quentin had overheard the mj^sterious conference 
of the preceding evening, and Hayraddin had not l«ng rejoined 
them, ere they passed under the very willow-tree which had 
afforded Durward the means of concealment, when he became 
an unsuspected hearer of what then passed betwixt that false 
guide and the lanzknecht. 

The recollections which the spot brought back stirred Quentin 
to enter abruptly into conversation with his guide, whom hith- 
erto he had scarce spoken to. 

" Where hast thou found night-quarter, thou profane knave?" 
said the Scot. 

"Your wisdom may guess, by looking on my gaberdine," 
answered the Bohemian, pointing to his dress, which was cov- 
ered with the seeds of hay. 

*' A good hay-stack," said Quentin, " is a convenient bed for 
an astrologer, and a much better than a heathen scoffer at our 
blessed religion, and its ministers, ever deserves." 

"It suited my Klepper better than me, though," said Hay- 
raddin, patting his horse on the neck ; " for he had food and 
shelter at the same time. The old bald fools turned him loose, 
as if a wise man's horse could have infected with wit or sagacity 
a whole convent of asses. Lucky that Klepper knows my 
whistle, and follows me as truly as a hound, or we had never 
met again, and you in your turn might have whistled for a, 
guide." 
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** I have told thee more than once," said Durward, sternly, "to 
restrain thy ribaldry- when thou chancest to be in worthy men's 
company, — a thing which, I believe, hath rarety happened 
to thee in thy life before now ; and I promise thee, that, did 1 
hold thee as faithless a guide as I esteem thee a blasphemous 
and worthless caitiff, my Scottish dirk and thy heathenish heart 
had ere now been acquainted, although the doing such a deed 
were as ignoble as the sticking of swine." 

*' A wild boar is near akin to a sow," said the Bohemian, 
without flinching from the sharp look with which Quentin 
regarded him, or altering, in the slightest degree, the caustic 
indifference which he affected in his language; "and ipany 
men," he Subjoined, " find both pride, pleasure, and profit, in 
sticking them." 

Astonished at the man's ready confidence, and uncertain 
whether he did not know more of his own history and feelings 
than was pleasant for him to converse upon, Quentin broke off 
a conversation in which he had gained no advantage over Mau- 
grabin, and fell back to his accustomed post beside the ladies. 

In the course of conversation, answering a romantic speech 
of the Lady Hameline, Quentin took upon him to reply, " that 
there was no lack of that chivalry which the Lady Hameline 
seemed to consider as extinct, and that, were it eclipsed every- 
where else, it would still glow in the bosoms of the Scottish 
gentlemen." 

" Hear him ! " said the Lady Hameline ; "he would have us 
believe thatjin his cold and bleak country still lives the noble fire 
which has decayed in France and Germany ! The poor youth 
is like a Swiss mountaineer, mad with partiality to his native 
land ; he will next tell us of the vines and olives of Scotland." 

" No, madam," said Durward ; " of the wine and the oil of 
our mountains I can say little, more than that our swords can 
compel these rich productions as tribute from our wealthier 
neighbors. But for the unblemished faith and unfaded honor 
of Scotland, I must now put to the proof how far you can 
repose trust in them, however mean the individual who can offer 
nothing more as a pledge of your safety." 



156 QUENTIN DURWABD. 

" You speak mysteriously ; you know of some pressing and 
present danger," said the Lady Hameline. 

" I have read it in his eye for this hour past ! " exclaimed the 
Lady Isabelle, clasping her hands. " Sacred Virgin, what will 
become of us?" 

" Nothing, I hope, but what you would desire," answered 
Durward. " And now I am compelled to ask, gentle ladies, 
can you trust me ? " 

* ' Trust you ? " answered the Countess Hameline. ' ' Certainly ; 
but why the question ? Or how far do you ask our confidence ? " 

"I, on my part," said the Countess Isabelle, "trust you 
implicitly and without condition. If you can deceive us, Quen- 
tin, I will no more look for truth, save in heaven." 

''Gentle lad}^" replied Durward, highly gratified, "3'ou do 
me but justice. My object is to alter our route, by proceeding 
directly by the left bank of the Maes to Liege, instead of cross- 
ing at Namur. This differs from the order assigned by-King 
Louis, and the instructions given to the guide. But I heard 
news in the monastery of marauders on the right bank of the 
Maes, and of the march of Burgundian soldiers to suppress 
them. Both circumstances alarm me for your safety. Have 
I 3'our permission so far to deviate from the route of your 
journey?" 

" My ample and full permission," answered the younger lad}'. 

" Cousin," said the Lady Hameline, " I believe with you that 
the youth means us well ; but bethink you, we transgress the 
instructions of King Louis, so positively iterated." 

" And why should we regard his instructions? " said the Lady 
Isabelle. *'I am, I thank Heaven for it, no subject of his; 
and, as a suppliant, he has abused the confidence he induced 
me to repose in him. I would not dishonor this young gentle- 
man by weighing his word for an instant against the injunc* 
tions of yonder crafty and selfish despot." 

" Now, may God bless you for that very word, lady," said 
Quentin joyously ; " and if I deserve not the trust it expresses, 
tearing with wild horses in this life, and eternal tortures in the 
next, were e'en too good for my deserts." 
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So saying, he spurred his horse, and rejoined the Bohemian. 
This worthy seemed of a remarkably passive, if not a forgiv- 
ing temper. Injury or threat never dwelt, or at least seemed 
not to dwell, on his recollection ; and he entered into the con- 
versation which Durward presently commenced, just as if there 
had been no unkindly word betwixt them in the coarse of the 
morning. 

The dog, thought the Scot, snarls not now, because he in- 
tends to clear scores with me at once and for ever, when he can 
snatch me by the very throat ; but we will try for once whether 
we cannot foil a traitor at his own weapons. "Honest Hay- 
raddin," he said, " thou hast travelled with us for ten days, yet 
hast never shown us a specimen of your skill in fortune-telling, 
which you are, nevertheless, so fond of practising, that you 
must needs display your gifts in every convent at which we 
stop, at the risk of being repaid by a night's lodging under a 
hay-stack." 

'' You have never asked me for a specimen of my skill," said 
the gipsy. '* You are like the rest of the world, contented to 
ridicule those mysteries which they do not understand." 

" Give me then a present proof of your skill," said Quentin, 
and, ungloving his hand, he held it out to the gipsy. 

Ha3Taddin carefully regarded all the lines which crossed each 
other on the Scotchman's palm, and noted, with equally scru- 
pulous attention, the little risings or swellings at the roots of 
the fingers, which were then believed as intimately connected 
with the disposition, habits, and fortunes of the individual, as 
the organs of the brain are pretended to be in our own time. 

"Here is a hand," said Hayraddin, " which speaks of toils 
endured, and dangers encountered. I read in it an early 
acquaintance with the hilt of the sword, and yet some acquain- 
tance also with the clasps of the mass-book." 

" This of my past life you may have learned elsewhere," said 
Quentin ; " tell me something of the future." 

" This line from the hill of Venus," said the Bohemian, "not 
broken off abruptly, but attending and accompanying the line 
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of life, ai^es a certain and large fortune by marriage, whereby 
the party shall be raised among the wealthy and the noble by 
the influence of successful love." 

" Such promises you make to all who ask your advice," said 
Qucntin ; "they are part of your art." 

"What I tell you is as certain," said Hayraddin, "as that 
you shall in brief space be menaced with mighty danger ; which 
I infer from this bright blood-red line cutting the table-line 
transversely, and intimating stroke of sword, or other violence, 
from which you shall only be saved by the attachment of a 
faithful friend." 

"Thyself, ha! "said Quentin, somewhat indignant that the 
chiromantist should thus practise on his credulity, and endeavor 
to found a reputation by predicting the consequences of his own 
treachery. 

" My art," replied the Zingaro, " tells me nought that con- 
cerns myself." 

" In this, then, the seers of my land," said Quentin, "excel 
your boasted knowledge ; for their skill teaches them the dan- 
gers by which they are themselves beset. I left not my hills 
without having felt a portion of the double vision with which 
their inhabitants are gifted ; and I will give thee a proof of it, 
in exchange for thy specimen of palmistry. Hayraddin, the 
danger which threatens me lies on the right bank of the river. 
I will avoid it by travelling to Liege on the left bank." 

The guide listened with an apathy, which, knowing the cir- 
cumstances in which Maugrabin stood, Quentin could not by 
any means comprehend. "If you accomplish your purpose," 
was the Bohemian's reply, " the dangerous crisis will be trans- 
ferred from your lot to mine." 

" I thought," said Quentin, "that you said but now that you 
could not presage your own fortune." 

" Not in the manner in which I have but now told you yours," 
answered Hayraddin ; " but it requires but little knowledge of 
I^ouis of Valois to presage that he will hang your guide, be- 
cause your pleasure was to deviate from the road which he 
recommended." 
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"The attaining with safety the purpose of the journey, and 
ensuring its happ3' termination," said Quentin, "must atone for 
a deviation from the exact line of the prescribed route." 

"Ay," replied the Bohemian, " if you are sure that the King 
had in his own eye the same termination of the pilgrimage which 
he insinuated to you." 

"And of what other termination is it possible that he could 
have been meditating ? or wh}' should you suppose he had any 
purpose in his thought, other than was avowed in his direc- 
tion?" inquired Quentin. 

"Simply," replied the Zingaro, " that those who know aught 
of the most Christian King are aware, that the purpose about 
which he is most anxious is always that which he is least will- 
ing to declare. Let our gracious Louis send twelve embassies, 
and I will forfeit my neck to the gallows a year before it is due, 
if in eleven of them there is not something at the bottom of 
the ink-horn more than the pen has written in the letters of 
credence." 

" I regard not your foul suspicions," answered Quentin ; 
" my duty is plain and peremptory, to convey these ladies in 
safety to Liege ; and I take it on me to think that I best dis- 
charge that duty in changing our prescribed route, and keeping 
the left side of the river Maes. It is likewise the direct road 
to Liege. By crossing the river we should lose time, and incur 
fatigue to no purpose. Wherefore should we do so?" 

"Only because pilgrims, as they call themselves, destined 
for Cologne," said Hayraddin, "do not usually descend the 
Maes so low as Liege ; and that the route of the ladies will be 
accounted contradictory of their professed destination." 

"If we are challenged on that account," said Quentin, "we 
will say that alarms of the wicked Duke of Gueldres, or of 
William de la Marck, or of the Ecorcheurs ^ and lanzknechts, 
on the right side of the river, justify our holding by the left, 
instead of our intended route." 

"As you will, my good seignior," replied the Bohemian. 

1 Skinners. 
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"I am, for my part, equally ready to gaide you down the left 
as down the right side of the Maes. Your excuse to your mas- 
ter you must make out for yourself." 

Abandoning, therefore, all thoughts of their original route, 
the little party followed that by the left bank of the broad 
Maes, so speedily and successfully, that the next day early 
brought them to the proposed end of their journey. They 
found that the Bishop of Liege, for the sake of his health, as 
he himself alleged, but rather, perhaps, to avoid being sur- 
prised by the numerous and mutinous population of the city, 
had established his residence in his beautiful Castle of Schon- 
waldt, about a mile without Liege. 

Just as they approached the Castle, they saw the prelate 
returning in long pvocession from the neighboring city, in which 
he had been officiating at the performance of High Mass. He 
was at the head of a splendid train of religious, civil, and mil- 
itary men, mingled together ; or, as the old ballad-maker ex- 
presses it, — 

" With many a cross-bearer before, 
And many a spear behind." 

The procession made a noble appearance, as, winding along 
the verdant banks of the broad Maes, it wheeled into, and was 
as it were devoured by, the huge Gothic portal of the Episcopal 
residence. 

But when the party came more near, they found that circum- 
stances around the Castle argued a doubt and sense of in- 
security which contradicted that display of pomp and power 
which they had just witnessed. Strong guards of the Bishop's 
soldiers were hecdfully maintained all around the mansion and 
its immediate vicinity ; and the prevailing appearances, in an 
ecclesiastical residence, seemed to argue a sense of danger in 
the reverend prelate, who found it necessary thus to surround 
himself with all the defensive precautions of war. The Ladies 
of Croye, when announced by Quentin, were reverently ushered 
into the great Hall, where the}^ met with the most cordial recep- 
tion from the Bishop, who met them there at the head of his 
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little court. He would not permit them to kiss his hand, but 
welcomed them with a salute, which had something in it of gal- 
lantry on the part of a prince to fine women, and something 
also of the holy affection of a pastor to the sisters of his flock. 

Louis of Bourbon, the reigning Bishop of Liege, was in 
truth a generous and kind-hearted prince ; whose life had not, 
indeed, been always confined, with precise strictness, within the 
bounds of his clerical profession, but who, notwithstanding, 
had uniformly maintained the frank and honorable character of 
the House of Bourbon, from which he was descended. 

The Prelate, as we have said, assured the Ladies of Croye of 
such intercession as his interest at the Court of Burgundy, used 
to the uttermost, might gain for them, and which, he hoped, 
might be effectual. 

"For yourselves," proceeded the good Prelate, "you shall 
reside here with my sister Isabelle, a Canoness ^ of Triers, and 
with whom 3'ou may dwell in all honor, even under the roof of 
so gay a bachelor as the Bishop of Liege." 



CHAPTER XVIH. 

QuENTiN despatched Chariot, one of the valets, with letters to 
the Court of Louis, announcing the arrival of the Ladies of 
Croye at Liege. He was delighted with an old romaunt which 
had been just printed at Strasbourg, and which lay beside him 
in the window, the title of which set forth — 
" How the Squire of lowe degree 
Loyed the King's daughter of Hongarie." 

While he was tracing the " letters blake " of the ditty so con- 
genial to his own situation, Quentin was interrupted by a touch 
on the shoulder, and, looking up, beheld the Bohemian stand- 
ing by him. 

1 Canonesses were ladies belonging to a religious order, but not shut up so 
strictly as nuns. 
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Hayraddin, never a welcome sight, was odious from his late 
treachery, and Quentin sternly asked him why he dared take 
the freedom to touch a Christian and a gentleman ? 

" Simply," answered the Bohemian, '' because I wished to 
know if the Christian gentleman had lost his feeling as well as 
his eyes and ears. I have stood speaking to you these five 
minutes, and you have stared on that scrap of yellow paper, as 
if it were a spell to turn you into a statue, and had already- 
wrought half its purpose." 

" Well, what dost thou want? Speak, and begone I " 

'' I want what all men want, though few are satisfied with 
it," said Hayraddin ; " I want my due ; my ten crowns of gold 
for guiding the ladies hither." 

'' With what face darest thou ask any guerdon be3'0nd my 
sparing thy worthless life?" said Durward fiercely; "thou 
knowest that it was thy purpose to have betrayed them on the 
road." 

'' But I did not betray them," said Hayraddin ; " if I had, I 
would have asked no guerdon^ from you or from them, but 
from him whom their keeping on the right-hand side of the 
river might have benefited. The party that I have served is 
the party who must pay me." 

" Thy guerdon perish with thee, then, traitor ! " said Quen- 
tin, telling out the money. " Gret thee to the Boar of Ardennes, 
or to the devil ! but keep hereafter out of my sight, lest I send 
thee thither before thy time." 

" The Boar of Ardennes ! " repeated the Bohemian, with a 
stronger emotion of surprise than his features usually expressed ; 
" it was then no vague guess, no general suspicion, which made 
you insist on changing the road? Can it be — are there really 
in other lands arts of prophecy more sure than those of our 
wandering tribes ? The willow-tree under which we spoke could 
tell no tales. But no, no, no ! Dolt that I was I I have it, I 
have it ! the willow by the brook near yonder convent, — I saw 
you look towards it as you passed it, about half a mile from 

1 Reward. 
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yon hive of drones, — that could not indeed speak, but it might 
hide one who could hear ! I will hold my councils in an open 
plain henceforth ; not a bunch of thistles shall be near me for a 
Scot to shroud amongst. Ha ! ha ! the Scot hath beat the Zin- 
garo at his own subtle weapons. But know, Quentin Durward, 
that you have foiled me to the marring of thine own fortune. 
Yes ! thy fortune had been richly accomplished but for thine 
own obstinacy." 

"By Saint Andrew," said Quentin, "thy impudence makes 
me laugh in spite of myself. How, or in what, should thy suc- 
cessful villainy have been of service to me? I heard, indeed, 
that you did stipulate to save my life, which condition your 
worthy allies would speedily have forgotten, had we once come 
to blows ; but in what thy betrayal of these ladies could have 
served me, but by exposing me to death or captivity, is a mat- 
ter beyond human brains to conjecture." 

"No matter thinking of it then," said Hayraddin, "for I 
mean still to surprise you with my gratitude. Had you kept 
back my hire, I should have held that we were quit, and had 
left you to your own foolish guidance. As it is I remain your 
debtor for yonder matter on the banks of the Cher." 

" Methinks I have already taken out the payment in cursing 
and abusing thee," said Quentin. 

" Hard words or kind ones," said the Zingaro, " are but 
wind, which make no weight in the balance. Had you struck 
me, indeed, instead of threatening — " 

" I am likely enough to take out payment in that way, if you 
provoke me longer." 

" I would not advise it," said the Zingaro ; " such payment, 
made by a rash hand, might exceed the debt, and unhappily 
leave a balance on your side, which I am not one to forget or 
forgive. And now farewell, but not for a long space. I go to 
bid adieu to the Ladies of Croye." 

" Thou? " said Quentin in astonishment ; " thou be admitted 
to the presence of the ladies, and here, where they are in a 
manner recluses, under the protection of the Bishop's sister, a 
noble canoness? It is impossible." 
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" Marthon, however, waits to condact me to their presence," 
said the Zingaro, with a sneer ; " and I must pray your forgive- 
ness if I leave you something abruptly." 

He turned as if to depart, but instantly coming back, said, 
with a tone of deep and serious emphasis, " I know your hopes : 
they are daring, 3'et not vain if I aid them. I know your fears : 
they should teach prudence, not timidity. Every woman may 
be won. A count is but a nickname, which will befit Quentin 
as well as the other nickname of duke befits Charles, or that of 
king befits Louis." 

Quentin, after a vain pursuit through the passages and gar- 
dens of the castle, now endeavored to divert his mind by a visit 
to the neighboring city of Liege, an engrossing picture of 
wealth, bustle, /and splendor, to which he had been hitherto a 
stranger. He admired also the various streams and canals, 
drawn from and communicating with the Maes, which, travers- 
ing the city in various directions, offered to every quarter the 
commercial facilities of water-carriage, and he failed not to hear 
a mass in the venerable old Church of Saint Lambert, said to 
have been founded in the eighth century. 

It was upon leaving this place of worship that Quentin began 
to observe that he, who had been hitherto gazing on all around 
him with the eagerness of unrestrained curiosity, was himself 
the object of attention to several groups of substantial-looking 
burghers, who seemed assembled to look upon him as he left 
the church, and amongst whom arose a buzz and whisper, which 
spread from one party to another, while the number of gazers 
continued to augment rapidly, and the eyes of each who added 
to it were eagerly directed to Quentin, with a stare which 
expressed much interest and curiosity, mingled with a certain 
degree of respect. 

Quentin looked around him, and fixing upon a jolly, stout- 
made, respectable man, whom, by his velvet cloak and gold 
chain, he concluded to be a burgher of eminence, and perhaps 
a magistrate, he asked him, "Whether he saw anything par- 
ticular in his appearance, to attract public attention in a degree 
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SO unusual ? or whether it was the ordinary custom of the peo- 
ple of Liege thus to throng around strangers who chanced to 
risit their city ? " 

"Surely not, good seignior," answered the burgher; "the 
Liegeois are neither so idly curious as to practise such a cus- 
tom', nor is there anything in jour dress or appearance, saving 
that which is most welcome to this city, and which our towns- 
men are both delighted to see and desirous to honor." 

"This sounds very polite, worthy sir," said Quentin ; "but 
b}' the Cross of Saint Andrew, I cannot even guess at your 
meaning." 

" Your oath, sir," answered the merchant of Liege, " as well 
as your accent, convinces me that we are right in our conjec- 
ture." 

" By my patron Saint Quentin ! " said Durward, " I am far- 
ther from your meaning than ever." 

"There again now," rejoined the Liegeois, looking, as he 
spoke, most provokingly, yet most civilly, politic and intelli- 
gent. "It is surely not for us to see that which you, worthy 
seignior, deem it proper to conceal. But why swear by Saint 
Quentin, if you would not have me construe your meaning? We 
know the good Count of Saint Paul, who lies there at present, 
wishes well to our cause." 

" On my life," said Quentin, " you are under some delusion. 
I know nothing of Saint Paul." 

" Nay, we question you not," said the burgher; " although 
hark ye, — I say, hark in your ear, — my name is Pavilion." 

"And what is my business with that. Seignior Pavilion?" 
said Quentin. 

"Nay, nothing; only methinks it might satisfy you that I 
am trustworthy. Here is my colleague Rouslaer, too." 

Rouslaer advanced, a corpulent dignitary, whose fair round 
belly, like a battering-ram, " did shake the press before him," 
and who, whispering caution to his neighbor, said in a tone of 
rebuke, " You forget, good colleague, the place is too open ; 
the seignior will retire to your house or mine, and drink a glass 
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of Rhenish and sugar, and then we shall hear more of our good 
friend and ally, whom we love with all our honest Flemish 
hearts." 

" I have no news for any of you," said Quentin, impatiently ; 
" I will drink no Rhenish ; and I only desire of you, as men of 
account and respectability, to disperse this idle crowd, and 
allow a stranger to leave your town as quietly as he came into 
it." 

" Nay, then, sir," said Rouslaer, " since you stand so much 
on your incognito, and with us, too, who are men of confidence, 
let me ask you roundly, wherefore wear you the badge of your 
company if you would remain unknown in Liege ? " 

"What badge, and what order?" said Quentin; "you look 
like reverend men, and grave citizens ; yet, on my soul, you are 
either mad yourselves, or desire to drive me so." 

" Sapperment ! " said the other burgher, "this youth would 
make Saint Lambert swear! Why, who wear bonnets with 
Saint Andrew's cross SLudfleur-de-lys^ save the Scottish Archers 
of King Louis's Guards ? " 

" And supposing I am an Archer of the Scottish Guard, why 
should }■ ou make a wonder of my wearing the badge of my com- 
pany?" said Quentin, impatiently. 

"He has avowed it, he has avowed it!" said Rouslaer and 
Pavilion, turning to the assembled burghers in attitudes of con- 
gratulation, with waving arms, extended palms, and large 
round faces radiating with glee. " He hath avowed himself ar 
Archer of Louis's Guard, — of Louis, the guardian of the liber 
ties of Liege 1 " 

A general shout and cry now arose from the multitude, in 
which were mingled the various sounds, — 

" Long live Louis of France ! Long live the Scottish Guard ! 
Long live the valiant Archer ! Our liberties, our privileges, or 
death I No imposts ! Long live the valiant Boar of Ardennes ! 
Down with Charles of Burgundy! and confusion to Bourbon 
and his bishopric 1 " 

Quentin had forgotten that, after his skirmish with Orleans 
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and Dunois, one of his comrades had, at Lord Crawford's com- 
mand, replaced the morion, cloven by the sword of the latter, 
with one of the steeHined bonnets, which formed a part of the 
proper and well-known equipment of the Scottish Guards. 
That an individual of this bod}^, which was always kept very 
close to Louis's person, should have appeared in the streets of 
a city whose civil discontents had been aggravated by the 
agents of that King, was naturally enough interpreted by the 
burghers of Liege into a determination on the part of Louis 
openly to assist their cause ; and the apparition of an individual 
archer was magnified into a pledge of immediate and active 
support from Louis, — nay, into an assurance that his auxiliary 
forces were actually entering the town at one or other, though no 
one could distinctly tell which, of the city gates. 

To remove a conviction so generally adopted, Quentin easily 
saw was impossible ; nay, that any attempt to undeceive men 
so obstinately prepossessed in their belief would be attended 
with personal risk, which, in this case, he saw little use of 
incurring. He therefore hastily resolved to temporize, and 
to get free the best way he could ; and this resolution he 
formed while they were in the act of conducting him to the 
Stadthouse, where the notables of the town were fast assem- 
bling, in order to hear the tidings which he was presumed to 
have brought, and to regale him with a splendid banquet. 

In spite of all his opposition, which was set down to modesty, 
he was on every side surrounded by the donors of popularity, 
the unsavory tide of which now floated around him. His two 
burgomaster friends, who were Schoppen, or Syndics of the 
city, had made fast both his arms. Before him, Nikkei Blok, 
the chief of the butcher's incorporation, hastily summoned from 
his oflice in the shambles, brandished his death-doing axe, yet 
smeared with blood and brains, with a courage and grace which 
brantwein alone could inspire. Behind him came the tall, lean, 
raw-boned, very drunk, and very patriotic figure of Claus Ham- 
merlein, president of the mystery of the workers in iron, and 
followed by at least a thousand unwashed artificers of his class. 
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Weavers, nailers, ropemakers, artisans of eveiy degree and 
calling, thronged forward to join the procession from every 
gloomy and narrow street. Escape seemed a desperate and 
impossible adventure. 

In this dilemma, Quentin appealed to Rouslaer, who held one 
arm, and to Pavilion, who had secured the other, and who were 
conducting him forward at the head of the ovation, of which he 
had so unexpectedly become the principal object. He hastily 
acquainted them " with his having thoughtlessly adopted the 
bonnet of the Scottish Guard, on an accident having occun*ed 
to the head-piece in which he had proposed to travel; he 
regretted that, owing to this circumstance, and the sharp wit 
with which the Liegeois drew the natural inference of his qual- 
ity, and the purpose of his visit, these things had been publicly 
discovered; and he intimated that, if just now conducted to 
the Stadthouse, he might unhappily feel himself under the 
necessity of communicating to the assembled notables certain 
matters, which he was directed by the King to reserve for the 
private ears of his excellent gossips, Meinheers Rouslaer and 
Pavilion of Liege." 

This last hint operated like magic on the two citizens, who 
were the most distinguished leaders of the insurgent burghers, 
and were, like all demagogues of their kind, desirous to keep 
everything within their own management, so far as possible. 
They therefore hastily agreed that Quentin should leave the 
town for the time, and return by night to Liege, and converse 
with them privately in the house of Rouslaer, near the gate 
opposite to Schonwaldt. Quentin hesitated not to tell them 
that he was at present residing in the Bishop's palace, under 
pretence of bearing despatches from the French Court, although 
his real errand was, as they had well conjectured, designed to 
the citizens of Liege ; and this tortuous mode of conducting a 
communication, as well as the character and rank of the person 
to whom it was supposed to be intrusted, was so consonant to 
the character of Louis, as neither to excite doubt nor sur- 
prise. 
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Almost immediately after this ^daircisaement ' was completed, 
the progress of the multitude brought them opposite to the door 
of Pavilion's house, in one of the principal streets, but which 
communicated from behind with the Maes, by means of a gar* 
den, as well as an extensive manufactory with tan-pits, and 
other conveniences for dressing hides ; for the patriotic burgher 
was a felt-dresser, or currier. 

It was natural that Pavilion should desire to do the honors 
of his dwelling to the supposed envoy of Louis, and a halt 
before his house excited no surprise on the part of the multi- 
tude ; who, on the contrary, greeted Meinheer Pavilion with a 
loud vivat, as he ushered in his distinguished guest. Quentin 
speedily laid aside his remarkable bonnet for the cap of a felt- 
maker, and flung a cloak over his other apparel. Pavilion then 
furnished him with a passport to pass the gates of the city, and 
to return by night or day, as should suit his convenience ; and, 
lastly, committed him to the charge of his daughter, a fair and 
smiling Flemish lass, with instructions how he was to be dis- 
posed of, while he himself hastened back to his colleague, to 
amuse their friends at the Stadthouse with the best excuses 
which they could invent for the disappearance of King Louis's 
envoy. 

The worthy burgess was no sooner gone, than his plump 
daughter, Trudchen, with many a blush and many a wreathed 
smile, which suited very prettily with lips like cherries, laugh- 
ing blue eyes, and a skin transparently pure, escorted the hand- 
some stranger through the pleached alleys of the Sieur Pavil- 
ion's garden, down to the water-side, and there saw him fairly 
embarked in a boat, which two stout Flemings in their trunk- 
hose, fur caps, and many-buttoned jerkins, had got in readiness 
with as much haste as their low-country nature would permit. 

He was landed from the boat, within half a mile of the cas- 
tle, and rewarded his rowers with a guilder, to their great sat- 
isfaction. Yet, short as was the space which divided him from 
Schonwaldt, the castle bell had tolled for dinner, and Quentin 
1 Enligfatenmentt 
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foand, moreover, that he had approached the castle on a differ- 
ent side from that of the principal entrance, and that to go 
round would throw his arrival considerably later. He there- 
fore made straight towards the side that was nearest to him, as 
he discerned that it presented an embattled wall, probably that 
of the little garden already noticed, with a postern opening 
upon the moat, and a skiff moored by the postern, which might 
serve, he thought, upon summons, to pass him over. As he 
approached, in hopes to make his entrance this way, the pos- 
tern opened, a man came out, and, jumping into the boat, made 
liis way to the farther side of the moat, and then, with a long 
pole, pushed the skiff back towards the place where he had 
embarked. As he came near, Quentin discerned that this per- 
son was the Bohemian, who, avoiding him, as was not difficult, 
held a different path towards Liege, and was presently out of 
his ken. 

Here was new subject for meditation. Had this vagabond 
heathen been all this while with the Ladies of Croye, and for 
what purpose should they so far have graced him with their 
presence? Tormented with this thought, Durward became 
doubly determined to seek an explanation with them, for the 
purpose at once of la^'ing bare the treachery of Ha^Taddin, 
and announcing to them the perilous state in which their pro- 
tector, the Bishop, was placed, by the mutinous state of his 
town of Liege. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

When the tables were drawn, the Chaplain, who seemed to 
have taken a sort of attachment to Quentin Durward's society, 
or who perhaps desired to extract from him farther information 
concerning the meeting of the morning, led him into a with- 
drawing apartment, the windows of which, on one side, pro- 
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jected into the garden ; and as he saw his companion's eye gaze 
rather eagerly upon the spot, he proposed to Quentin to go down 
and take a view of the curious foreign shrubs with which the 
Bishop had enriched its parterres. 

Just as he had resolved 'to depart, after examination of the 
garden, and was taking what he had destined for his last turn 
under the windows, Quentin heard above him a slight and cau- 
tious sound, like that of a cough, as intended to call his atten- 
tion, and to avoid the observation of others. As he looked up 
in joyful surprise, a casement opened, a female hand was seen 
to drop a billet, which fell into a rosemary bush that grew at 
the foot of the wall. To snatch up the billet, thrust it into his 
bosom, and hie to a place of secrecy, was the work of a single 
minute. He there opened the precious scroll, and blessed, at 
the same time, the memory of the Monks of Aberbrothick, 
whose nurture had rendered him capable of deciphering its 
contents. 

The first line contained the injunction, "Read this in secret," 
and the contents were as follows: "What your eyes have too 
boldly said, mine have perhaps too rashly understood. But, 
unjust persecution makes its victims bold, and it were better to 
throw myself on the gratitude of one, than to remain the object 
of pursuit to many. Fortune has her throne upon a rock ; but 
brave men fear not to climb. If you dare do aught for one 
that hazards much, you need but pass into this garden at prime 
to-morrow, wearing in your cap a blue-and-white feather ; but 
expect no farther communication. Your stars have, they say, 
destined you for greatness, and disposed you to gratitude. 
Farewell. Be faithful, prompt, and resolute, and doubt not thy 
fortune." Within this letter was enclosed a ring with a table 
diamond, on which were cut, in form of a lozenge, the ancient 
arms of the House of Croye. 

The first feeling of Quentin upon this occasion was unmin- 
gled ecstasy, a pride and joy which seemed to raise him to the 
stars, a determination to do or die, influenced by which he 
treated with scorn the thousand obstacles that placed themselves 
betwixt him and the goal of his wishes. 
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Various thoughts rolled over Quentin's mind like misty 
clouds, to dash and obscure the fair landscape which his fancy 
had at first drawn, and his couch that night was a sleepless one. 
At the hour of prime, ay, and an hour before it, was he in the 
castle-garden, where no one now opposed either his entrance or 
his abode, with a feather of the assigned color, as distinguished 
as he could by any means procure in such haste. No notice 
was taken of his appearance for nearly two hours ; at length he 
heard a few notes of the lute, and presently the lattice opened 
right above the little postern-door at which Marthon had admit- 
ted Hayraddin, and Isabelle, in maidenly beauty, appeared at 
the opening, greeted him half -kindly, half-shj'ly, colored ex- 
tremely at the deep and significant reverence with which he 
returned her courtesy, shut the casement, and disappeared. 

It was the fourth night after his arrival at Schonwaldt, when 
Quentin had taken measures for sending back on the morrow to 
the court of Louis the remaining groom who had accompanied 
him on his journey, with letters from himself to his uncle and 
Lord Crawford, renouncing the service of France, for which 
the treachery to which he had been exposed by the private 
instructions of Hayraddin gave him an excuse, both in honor 
and prudence ; and he betook himself to his bed with all the 
rosy-colored ideas around him which flutter about the couch of 
a youth when he loves dearly, and thinks his love is as sincerely 
repaid. 

But Quentin's dreams, which at first partook of the nature of 
those happy influences under which he had fallen asleep, began 
by degrees to assume a more terrific character. 

He awoke ; but although the circumstances of the vision had 
disappeared, and given place to reality, the noise, which had 
probably suggested them, still continued to sound in his ears. 

Quentin's first impulse was to sit erect in bed, and listen with 
astonishment to sounds, which, if thej' had announced a tem- 
pest, might have shamed the wildest that ever burst down from 
the Grampians ; and again in a minute he became sensible that 
the tumult was not excited by the fur)' of the elements, but by 
the wrath of men. 
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He sprung from bed, and looked from the window of bis 
apartment ; bat it opened into the garden, and on that side all 
was quiet, though the opening of the casement made him still 
more sensible, from the shouts which reached his ears, that the 
outside of the castle was beleaguered and assaulted, and that 
by a numerous and determined enemy. Hastily collecting his 
dress and arms, and putting them on with such celerity as dark- 
ness and surprise permitted, his attention was solicited by a 
knocking at the door of his chamber. As Quentin did not 
immediately answer, the door, which was a slight one, was 
forced open from without, and the intruder, announced by his 
peculiar dialect to be the Bohemian, Hayraddin Maugrabin, 
entered the apartment. A phial, which he held in his hand, 
touched by a match, produced a dark flash of ruddy fire, by 
means of which he kindled a lamp which he took from his 
bosom. 

"The horoscope of your destinies,*' he said energetically to 
Durward, without any farther greeting, "now turns upon the 
determination of a minute." 

" Caitiff ! " said Quentin, in reply, " there is treachery around 
us ; and where there is treachery, thou mtbst have a share in it." 

"You are mad," answered Maugrabin. "I .never betrayed 
any one but to gain by it ; and wherefore should I betray you, 
by whose safety I can take more advantage than by 3'our de- 
struction? Hearken for a moment, if it be possible for you, to 
one note of reason, ere it is sounded into your ear by the death- 
shot of ruin. The Liegeois are up ; William de la Marck with 
his band leads them. Were there means of resistance, their 
numbers and his ftiry would overcome them ; but there are next 
to none. If you would save the Countess and your own hopes, 
follow me, in the name of her who sent you a table-diamond, 
with three leopards engraved on it ! " 

"Lead the way," said Quentin, hastily. "In that name I 
dare every danger ! " 

"As I shall manage it," said the Bohemian, "there is no 
danger, if you can but withhold your hand from strife which 
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does not concern you ; for, after all, what is it to you whether 
the Bishop, as they call him, slaughters his flock, or the flock 
slaughters the shepherd? Ha! ha! ha! Follow me, but with 
caution and patience ; subdue your own courage, and confide in 
my prudence, and my debt of thankfulness is paid, and you 
have a countess for your spouse. Follow me." 

"I follow," said Quentin, drawing his sword; ''but the 
moment in which I detect the least sign of treachery, thy head 
and body are three yards separate ! " 

Without more conversation, the Bohemian, seeing that Quen- 
tin was now fully armed and ready, ran down the stairs before 
him, and winded hastily through various side-passages, until 
they gained the little garden. Scarce a light was to be seen on 
that side, scarce any bustle was to be heard ; but no sooner had 
Quentin entered the open space, than the noise on the opposite 
side of the castle became ten times more stunningly audible, 
and he could hear the various war-cries, " Liege ! Liege ! Sang- 
lier ! Sanglier ! " shouted by the assailants, while the feebler 
cry of "Our Lady for the Prince Bishop!" was raised in a 
faint and faltering tone by those of the prelate's soldiers who 
had hastened, though surprised and at disadvantage, to the 
defence of the walls. 

At the opposite door, which led to the ladies' apartments, 
upon a low signal made by Hayraddin, appeared two women, 
muffled in the black silk veils which were then, as now, worn 
by the women in the Netherlands. Quentin offered his arm to 
one of them, who clung to it with trembling eagerness, and 
indeed hung upon him so much, that had her weight been 
greater, she must have much impeded their retreat. The Bohe- 
mian, who conducted the other female, took the road straight 
for the postern which opened upon the moat, through the gar- 
den wall, close to which the little skiff was drawn up, by means 
of which Quentin had formerly observed Haj-raddin himself 
retreating from the castle. 

As they crossed, the shouts of storm and successful violence 
seemed to announce that the castle was in the act of being 
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taken ; and so dismal was the soand in Qaentiu's cars, that he 
could not help swearing aloud, " But that my blood is irretriev- 
ably devoted to the fulfilment of my present duty, I would 
back to the wall, take faithful part with the hospitable Bishop, 
and silence some of those knaves whose throats are full of 
mutiny and robbery." 

The lady, whose arm was still folded in his, pressed it lightly 
as he spoke, as if to make him understand that there was a 
nearer claim on his chivalry than the defence of Schonwaldt ; 
while the Bohemian exclaimed, loud enough to be heard, *' Now, 
that I call right Christian frenzy, which would turn back to 
fight, when love and fortune both demand that we should fly. 
On, on, with all the haste you can make ! Horses wait as in 
yonder thicket of willows/' 

" There are but two horses," said Quentin, who saw them in 
the moonlight. * 

"All that I could procure without exciting suspicion, and 
enough besides," replied the Bohemian. *' You two must ride 
for Tongres ere the way becomes unsafe. Marthon will abide 
with the women of our horde, with whom she is an old acquain- 
tance. Know, she is a daughter of our tribe, and only dwelt 
among you to serve our purpose as occasion should f aU." 

'' Marthon ! " exclaimed the Countess, looking at the veiled 
female, with a shriek of surprise ; " is not this my kinswoman?" 

"Only Marthon," said Hayraddin. "Excuse me that little 
piece of deceit. I dared not carry off both the ladies of Croye 
from the Wild Boar of Ardennes." 

"Wretch!" said Quentin, emphatically; "but it is not — 
shall not be too late. I will back to rescue the Lady Hameline." 

"Hameline," whispered the lady, in a disturbed voice, 
" hangs on thy arm, to thank thee for her rescue." 

"Ha! what! How is this?" said Quentin, extricating him- 
self from her hold, and with less gentleness than he would at 
any other time have used towards a female of any rank. "Is 
the Lady Isabelle then left behind? Farewell ! farewell ! " 

As he turned to hasten back to the castle, Hayraddin laid 
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hold of him. " Na}', hear you, hear you! You run upon 
your death ! What did you wear the colors of the old one for? 
I will never trust blue and white silk again. But she has almost 
as large a dower — has jewels and gold — hath pretensions, too, 
upon the earldom." 

While he spoke thus, panting on in broken sentences, the 
Bohemian struggled to detain Qucntin, who at length laid his 
hand on his dagger, in order to extricate himself. 

"Nay, if that be the case," said Hayraddin, unloosing his 
hold, " go, and the devil, if there be one, go along with you ! " 
And, soon as freed from his hold, the Scot shot back to the 
castle with the speed of the wind. 

Hayraddin then turned round to the Countess Hameline, who 
had sunk down on the ground, between shame, fear, and dis- 
appointment. 

'' Here has been a mistake," he said ; '' up, lady, and come 
with me. I will provide 3'ou, ere morning comes, a gallanter 
husband than this smock-faced boy ; and if one will not serve, 
you shall have twenty." 

The Lady Hameline was as violent in her passions, as she 
was vain and weak in her understanding. Like many other 
persons, she went tolerably well through the ordinary duties of 
life ; but in a crisis like the present, she was entirely incapable 
of doing aught, save pouring forth unavailing lamentations, 
and accusing Hayraddin of being a thief, a base slave, an im- 
poster, a murderer. 

"Call me Zingaro," returned he, composedly, "and you 
have said all at once." 

" Monster ! you said the stars had decreed our union, and 
caused me to write. Oh, wretch that I was ! " exclaimed the 
unhappy lady. 

" And so they had decreed your union," said Ha^Taddin, 
" had both parties been willing ; but think you the blessed con- 
stellations can make any one wed against his will ? I was led 
into error with your accursed Christian gallantries, and fop- 
peries of ribbons and favors, and the youth prefers veal to 
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beef, I think ; that's all. Up and follow me ; and take notice, I 
endure neither weeping nor swooning." 

*' I will not stir a foot," said the Countess, obstinately. 

"By the bright welkin,* but j'ou shall, though!" exclaimed 
Hayraddin. " I swear to you, by all that ever fools believed 
in, that you have to do with one who would care little to strip 
you naked, bind you to a tree, and leave you to your fortune ! " 

"Nay," said Marthon, interfering, " by your favor she shall 
not be misused. I wear a knife as well as you, and can use it. 
She is a kind woman, though a fool. And you, madam, rise up 
and follow us. Here has been a mistake ; but it is something 
to have saved life and limb. There are many in yonder castle 
would give all the wealth in the world to stand where we do now." 

As Marthon spoke, a clamor, in which the shouts of victory 
were mingled with screams of terror and despair, was wafted to 
them from the Castle of Schonwaldt. 

"Hear that, lady!" said Hayraddin, "and be thankful you 
are not adding your treble pipe to yonder concert. Believe me, 
I will care for you honestly ; and the stars shall keep their words, 
and find you a good husband." 

Like some wild animal, exhausted and subdued by terror and 
fatigue, the Countess Hameline yielded herself up to the con- 
duct of her guides, and suffered herself to be passively led 
whichever way they would. Nay, such was the confusion of 
her spirits and the exhaustion of her strength, that the worthy 
couple, who half bore, half led her, carried on their discourse 
in her presence without her even understanding it. 

"I ever thought your plan was folly," said Marthon. " Could 
you have brought the young people together, indeed, we might 
have had a hold on their gratitude, and a footing in their castle. 
But what chance of so handsome a youth wedding this old fool?" 

" Rizpah," said Hayraddin, " you have borne the name of a 
Christian, and dwelt in the tents of those besotted people, till 
thou hast become a partaker in their follies. How could I dream 
that he would have made scruples about a few years, youth or 

iSky. 
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age, when the advantages of the match were so evident. And 
thou knowest there would have been no moving yonder coy 
wench to be so frank as this coming Countess here, who hangs 
on our arms as dead a weight as a wool-pack. I loved the lad, 
too, and would have done him a kindness : to wed him to this 
old woman, was to make his fortune ; to unite him to Isabelle, 
were to have brought on him De la Marck, Burgundy, France, 
— every one that challenges an interest in disposing of her hand. 
And this silly woman's wealth being chiefly in gold and jewels, 
we should have had our share. But the bow-string has burst, 
and the arrow failed. Away with her ; we will bring her to 
William with the Beard. By the time he has gorged himself 
with wassail, as is his wont, he will not know an old Countess 
from a young one. Away, Rizpah ; bear a gallant heart. The 
bright Aldeboran still influences the destinies of the Children of 
the Desert." 



CHAPTER XX. 

Thb surprised and aflVighted garrison of the Castle of Schon- 
waldt had, nevertheless, for some time made good the defence 
of the place against the assailants ; bat the immense crowds 
which, issuing from the city of Liege, thronged to the assault 
like bees, distracted their attention and abated their courage. 

Approaching Schonwaldt on the same side fh)m which he had 
left it, the youth met several fugitives making for the wood, 
who naturally avoided him as an enemy, because he came in an 
opposite direction from that which they had adopted. When he 
came nearer he could hear and partly see men dropping from 
the garden wall into the castle fosse, and others who seemed 
precipitated from the battlements by the assailants. His cour- 
age was not staggered, even for an instant. There was not 
time to look for the boat, even had it been practicable to use 
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it, and it was in vain to approach the postern of the garden, 
which was crowded with fugitives, who ever and anon, as they 
were thrust through it by the pressure behind, fell into the moat 
which they had no means of crossing. 

Avoiding that point, Quentin threw himself into the moat 
near what was called the little gate of the castle, and where 
there was a drawbridge, which was still elevated. He avoided 
with difl3culty the fatal grasp of more than one sinking wretch, 
and, swimming to the drawbridge, caught hold of one of the 
chains which was hanging down, and by a great exertion of 
strength and activity swayed himself out of the water, and 
attained the platform from which the bridge was suspended. 
As with hands and knees he struggled to make good his foot- 
ing, a lanzknecht, with his bloody sword in his hand, made 
towards him, and raised his hand for a blow, which must have 
been fatal. 

" How now, fellow ! " said Quentin, in a tone of authority ; 
''is that the way in which you assist a comrade? Give me 
your hand." 

The soldier in silence, and not without hesitation, reached 
him his arm and helped him upon the platform, when, without 
allowing him time for reflection, the Scot continued in the same 
tone of command, "To the western tower, if you would be 
rich ; the Priest's treasury is in the western tower." 

Bearing himself as if he were one, not of the conquered, but 
of the victors, he made a way into the garden, and pushed 
across it, with less interruption than he could have expected. 

On reaching the turret, he shuddered when he found the little 
side door, through which Marthon and the Countess Hameline 
had shortly before joined him, was now blockaded with more 
than one dead body. 

Two of them he dragged hastily aside, and was stepping over 
the third body, in order to enter the portal, when the supposed 
dead man laid hand on his cloak, and entreated him to stay and 
assist him to rise. Quentin was about to use rougher methods 
than struggling to rid himself of this untimely obstruction, when 
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the fallen man continued to exclaim, " I am stifled here in mine 
own armor ! I am the Syndic Pavilion of Liege ! If you are 
for us, I will enrich you ; if you are for the other side, I will 
protect you : but do not, do not leave me to die the death of a 
smothered pig ! " 

In the midst of this scene of blood and confusion, the pres- 
ence of mind of Quentin suggested to him that this dignitary . 
might have the means of protecting their retreat. He raised 
him on his feet, and asked him if he was wounded. 

" Not wounded, at least I think not," answered the burgher ; 
" but much out of wind." 

" Sit down, then, on this stone, and recover your breath," 
said Quentin ; " I will return instantly." 

" For whom are you? " said the burgher, still detaining him. 

"For France, for France," answered Quentin, studying to 
get away. 

" What! my lively young Archer?" said the worthy Syndic. 
"Nay, if it has been my fate to find a friend in this fearful 
night, I will not quit him, I promise you. Go where you will, 
I follow ; and could I get some of the tight lads of our guildry 
together, I might be able to help you in turn, but they are all 
squandered abroad like so many peas. Oh, it is a fearful 
night ! " 

During this time, he was dragging himself on after Quentin, 
who, aware of the importance of securing the countenance of 
a person of such influence, slackened his pace to assist him, 
although cursing in his heart the encumbrance that retarded 
his pace. 

At the top of the stair was an anteroom, with boxes and 
trunks, which bore marks of having been rifled, as some of the 
contents lay on the floor. A lamp, dying in the chimney, shed 
a feeble beam on a dead or senseless man who lay across the 
hearth. 

Bounding from Pavilion, like a greyhound from his keeper's 
leash, and with an effort which almost overthrew him, Quentin 
sprung through a second and a third room, the last of which 
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seemed to be the bedroom of the Ladies of Croye. No living 
mortal was to be seen in either of them. He called upon the 
Lady Isabelle's name, at first gently, then more loudly, and 
then with an accent of despairing emphasis ; but no answer was 
returned. He wrung his hands, tore his hair, and stamped on 
the earth with desperation. At length a feeble glimmer of light, 
which shone through a crevice in the wainscoting of a dark nook 
in the bedroom, announced some recess or concealment behind 
the arras. Quentin hasted to examine it. He found there was 
indeed a concealed door, but it resisted his hurried efforts to 
open it. Heedless of the personal injury he might sustain, he 
rushed at the door with his whole force and weight of his body ; 
and such was the impetus of an effort made betwixt hope and 
despair, that it would have burst much stronger fastenings. 

He thus forced his way, almost headlong, into a small oratory, 
where a female figure, which had been kneeling in agonizing 
supplication before the holy image, now sunk at length on the 
floor, under the new terrors^ implied in this approaching tumult. 
He hastily raised her from the ground, and, jo}^ of joys ! it was 
she whom he sought to save, the Countess Isabelle. He pressed 
-her to his bosom, he conjured her to awake, entreated her to 
be of good cheer, for that she was now under the protection 
of one who had heart and hand enough to defend her against 
armies. 

" Durward ! " she said, as she at length collected herself, "is 
it indeed you ? Then there is some hope left. I thought all 
living and mortal friends had left me to my fate. Do not again 
abandon me! '* 

" Never, never I " said Durward. " Whatever shall happen, 
whatever danger shall approach, may I forfeit the benefits pur- 
chased by 3'onder blessed sign, if I be not the sharer of your 
fate until it is again a happy one ! " 

"Very pathetic and touching, truly," said a rough, broken, 
asthmatic voice behind. "A love affair, I see; and from my 
soul I pity the tender creature, as if she were my own Trudchen." 

" You must do more than pity us,'' said Quentin, turning 
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towards the speaker ; " you must assist in protecting us, Main- 
heer Pavilion. Be assured this lady was put under my especial 
charge by your ally, the King of France; and if you aid me not 
to shelter her from every species of offence and violence, your 
city will lose the favor of Louis of Valois. Above all, she must 
be guarded from the hands of William de la Marck." 

"That will be difficult," said Pavilion, " for these schelms* 
of lanzknechts are very devils at rummaging out the wenches ; 
but I'll do my best. We will to the other apartment, and there 
I will consider. It is but a narrow stair, and you can keep the 
door with a pike, while I look from the window, and get together 
some of my brisk boys of the currier's guildry of Liege, that 
are as true as the knives they wear in their girdles. But first 
undo me these clasps ; for I have not worn this corselet since 
the battle of Saint Tron,' and I am three stone heavier since 
that time, if there be truth in Dutch beam and scale." 

The undoing of the iron enclosure gave great relief to the 
honest man, who, in putting it on, had more considered his zeal 
to the cause of Liege, than his capacity of bearing arms. 

He told Quentin to have an especial care of the poor, pretty 
yung frau,^ and, after this unnecessary exhortation, began to • 
hdloo from the window, " Liege, Liege, for the gallant skinner's 
guild of curriers I ** 

One or two of his immediate followers collected at the sum- 
mons, and at the peculiar whistle with which it was accompanied 
(each of the crafts having such a signal among themselves) , 
and, more joining them, established a guard under the window 
from which their leader was bawling, and before the postern door. 

It would have been natural that Meinheer Pavilion should now 
have sallied from his fastness ; but, either in reverent care of 
those whom he had taken under his protection, or perhaps for 
the better assurance of his own safety, he contented himself 

iRogaes. 
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with despatching messenger on messenger to command his lien- 
tenant, Peterkin Geislaer, to attend him durectly. 

Peterkin came at length, to his great relief, as being the per- 
son npon whom, on all pressing occasions, whether of war, 
politics, or commerce. Pavilion was most accnstomed to repose 
confidence. He was a stout, squat figure, with a square face, 
and broad black eyebrows that announced him to be opinion- 
ative and disputacious, — an advice-giving countenance, so to 
speak. He was endued with a buff jerkin, wore a broad belt, 
and cutlass by his side, and carried a halberd in his hand. 

" Peterkin, my dear lieutenant," said his commander, " this 
has been a glorious day — night, I should say. I trust thou 
art pleased for once ? " 

" I am well enough pleased that you are so," said the doughty 
lieutenant; "though I should not have thought of your cele- 
brating the victory, if you call it one, up in this garret by your- 
self, when you are wanted in council." 

" But am I wanted there? " said the Syndic. 

" Ay, marry are 3'ou, to stand up for the rights of Liege, that 
are in more danger than ever," answered the lieutenant. 

"Pshaw, Peterkin," answered his principal, " thou art ever 
such a frampold grumbler — " 

"Grumbler? not I," said Peterkin; "what pleases other 
people, will always please me. Only I wish we have not got 
King Stork, instead of King Log, like the fabliau that the Clerk 
of Saint Lamberts used to read us out of Meister's w^sop's 
book." 

" I cannot guess your meaning, Peterkin," said the Syndic. 

" Why, then, I tell you. Master Pavilion, that this Boar, or. 
Bear, is like to make his own den of Schonwaldt, and 'tis prob- 
able to turn out as bad a neighbor to our town as ever was the 
old Bishop, and worse! Here has he taken the whole conquest 
m his own hand, and is only doubting whether he should be 
called Prince or Bishop ; and it is a shame to see how they have 
mishandled the old man among them." 

" I will not permit it, Peterkin," said Pavilion, bustling up; 
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*' I disliked the mitre, but not the head that wore it. We are 
ten to one in the field, Peterkin, and will not permit these 
courses." 

''Ay, ten to one in the field, but only man to man in the 
castle ; besides that, Nikkei Blok the butcher and all the rabble 
of the suburbs take part with William de la Marck, partly for 
saus and braus (for he has broached all the ale-tubs and wine- 
casks) , and partly for old envy towards us, who are the crafts- 
men, and have privileges." 

"Peter," said Pavilion, "we will go presently to the city. 
I will stay no longer in Schonwaldt." 

" But the bridges of this castle are up, master," said Geis- 
laer; "the gates locked, and guarded by these lanzknechts; 
and if we were to try to force our way, these fellows, whose 
e very-day business is war, might make wild work of us, that 
only fight of a holyday." 

"But why has he secured the gates?" said the alarmed 
burgher'; " or what business hath he to make honest men pris- 
oners?" 

"I cannot tell, not I," said Peter. "Some noise there is 
about the Ladies of Croye, who have escaped during the storm 
of the castle. That first put the Man with the Beard beside 
himself with anger, and now he's beside himself with drink 
also." 

The Burgomaster cast a disconsolate look towards Qaentln, 
and seemed at a loss what to resolve upon. Durward, who had 
not lost a word of the conversation, which alarmed him very 
much, saw nevertheless that their only safety depended on his 
preserving his own presence of mind, and sustaining the cour- 
age of Pavilion. He struck boldly into the conversation, as 
one who had a right to have a voice in the deliberation. " I 
am ashamed," he said, " Meinheer Pavilion, to observe you hesi- 
tate what to do on this occasion. Go boldly to William de la 
Marck, and demand free leave to quit the castle, you, your 
lieutenant, your squire, and your daughter. He can have no 
pretence for keeping you prisoner." 
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"For me and my lieutenant — that is myself and Peter? 
good! but who is my squire?" 

" I am, for the present," replied the undaunted Scot. 

"You!" said the embarrassed burgess; "but are you not 
the envoy of King Louis of France ? " 

"True, but my message is to the magistrates of Liege, and 
only in Liege will I deliver it. Were I to acknowledge my 
quality before William de la Marck, must I not enter into nego- 
tiations with him? ay, and, it is like, be detained by him. You 
must get me secretly out of the Castle in the capacity of your 
squire." 

"Good! my squire; — but you spoke of my daughter; my 
daughter is, I trust, safe in my house in Liege, where I wish 
her father was, with all my heart and soul.'* 

"This lady," said Durward, " will call you father whQe we 
are in this place." 

"And for my whole life afterwards," said the Countess, 
throwing herself at the citizen's feet, and clasping his knees. 
" Never shall the day pass in which I will not honor you, love 
you, and pray for you as a daughter for a father, if you will 
but aid me in this fearful strait. Oh, be not hard-hearted! 
think your own daughter may kneel to a stranger, to ask him 
for life and honor ; think of this, and give me the protection 
you would wish her to receive." 

"In troth," said the good citizen, much moved with her 
pathetic appeal, " I think, Peter, that this pretty maiden hath 
a touch of our Trudchen's sweet look ; I thought so from the 
first ; and that this brisk youth here, who is so ready with his 
advice, is somewhat like Trudchen's bachelor. I wager a groat, 
Peter, that this is a true-love matter, and it is a sin not to far- 
ther it." 

"It were shame and sin both," said Peter, a good-natured 
Fleming, notwithstanding all his self-conceit ; and as he spoke, 
he wiped his eyes with the sleeve of his jerkin. 

"She shaU be my daughter, then," said Pavilion, "well 
wrapped up in her black silk veil ; and if there are not enough 
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of true-hearted skinners to protect her, bemg the daughter of 
their Syndic, it were pity they should ever tug leather more. 
But hark ye, questions must be answered. How if I am asked 
what should my daughter make here at such an onslaught?" 

" What should half the women in Liege make here when they 
followed us to the Castle?" said Peter; "they had no other 
reason, sure, but that it was just the place in the world that 
they should not have come to. Our yung frau Trudchen has 
come a little farther than the rest — that is all." 

" Admirably spoken," said Quentin ; " only be bold, and 
take this gentleman's good counsel, noble Meinheer Pavilion, 
and, at no trouble to youraelf , you will do the most worthy 
action since the days of Charlemagne. Here, sweet lady, wrap 
3'ourself close in this veil " (for many articles of female apparel 
lay scattered about the apartment), "be but confident, and a 
few minutes will place you in freedom and safety. Noble sir," 
he added, addressing Pavilion, " set forward." 

" Hold, hold, hold a minute," said Pavilion ; " my mind mis- 
gives me ! This De la Marck is a fury ; a perfect boar in his 
nature as in his name ; what if the young lady be one of those 
of Croye? and what if he discover her, and be addicted to 
wrath?" 

" And if I were one of those unfortunate women," said Isa- 
belle, again attempting to throw herself at his feet, " could you 
for that reject me in this moment of despair? Oh, that I had 
been indeed your daughter, or the daughter of the poorest 
burgher I " 

" Not so poor, not so poor neither, young lady ; we pay as 
we go," said the citizen. ^ 

"Forgive me, noble sir," again began the unfortunate 
maiden. 

"Not noble, nor sir, neither,** said the Syndic; "a plain 
burgher of Liege, that pays bills of exchange in ready guilders. 
But that is nothing to the purpose. Well, say you be a coun- 
tess, I will protect you nevertheless." 

"You are bound to protect her, were she a duchess," said 
Peter, "having once passed your word.** 
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" Right, Peter, very right," said the Syndic ; " it is our Low 
Dutch fashion, ein wort, ein man;^ and now let us to this gear. 
We must take leave of this William de la Marck ; and yet I 
know not, my mind misgives me when I think of him ; and were 
it a ceremony that could be waved, I have no stomach to go 
through it." 

" Were you not better, since you have a force together, make 
for the gate and force the guard? " said Quentin. 

But, with united voice, Pavilion and his adviser exclaimed 
against the propriety of such an attack upon their ally's sol- 
diers, with some hints concerning its rashness, which satisfied 
Quentin that it was not a risk to be hazarded with such associ- 
ates. They resolved, therefore, to repair boldly to the great 
hall of the castle, where, as they understood, the wild Boar of 
Ardennes held his feast, and demand free egress for the Syndic 
of Liege and his company; a request too reasonable, as it 
seemed, to be denied. Still the good Burgomaster groaned 
when he looked on his companions, and exclaimed to his faith- 
ful Peter, " See what it is to have too bold and too tender a 
heart! Alas! Perkin, how much have courage and humanity 
cost me I and how much may 1 yet have to pay for my virtues, 
before Heaven makes us free of this Castle of Schouwaldt ! " 

As they crossed the courts, still strewed with the dying and 
dead, Quentin, while he supported Isabelle through the scene 
of horrors, whispered to her courage and comfort, and reminded 
her that her safety depended entirely on her firmness and pres- 
ence of mind. 

''Not on mine, not on mine," she said, ''but on yours, on 
yours only. Oh, if I but escape this fearful night, never shall 
I forget him who saved me ! One favor more only, let me 
implore at your hand, and I conjure you to grant it, by your 
mother's fame and your father's honor! " 

" What is it you can ask that I could refuse? " said Quentin, 
in a whisper. 

1 One word, one man. 
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" Flange your dagger in my heart/* said she, "• rather than 
leave me captive in the hands of these monsters/' 

Quentin's only answer was a pressure of the young Coun- 
tess's hand, which seemed as if, but for terror, it would have 
returned the caress. And, leaning on her youthful protector, 
she entered the fearful hall, preceded by Pavilion and his lieu- 
tenant, and followed by a dozen of the Kurschenschaft, or skin- 
ner's trade, who attended, as a guard of honor, on the Syndic* 



CHAPTER XXI. 

Theue could hardly exist a more strange and horrible change 
than had taken place in the castle-hall of Schonwaldt since 
Quentin had partaken of the noontide meal there ; and it was 
indeed one which painted, in the extremity of their dreadful 
features, the miseries of war. 

At the head of the table sat, in the Bishop's throne and state, 
the redoubted Boar of Ardennes himself, well deserving that 
dreaded name, in which he affected to delight, and which he 
did as much as he could think of to deserve. 

But from an odd sort of contradiction, De la Marek, whQe he 
assumed in other respects thfe appearance of the Wild Boar, and 
even seemed pleased with the name, yet endeavored, by the 
length and growth of his beard, to conceal the circumstance 
that had originally procured him that denomination. This was 
an unusual thickness and projection of the mouth and upper 
jaw, which, with the huge projecting side-teeth, gave that 
resemblance to the bestial creation, which, joined to the delight 
that De la Marck had in hunting the forest so called, originally 
procured for him the name of the Boar of Ardennes. The 
beard, broad, grisly, and uncombed, neither concealed the nat- 
ural horrors of the countenance, nor dignified its brutal expres- 
sion. 
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The soldiers and officers sat around the table, intermixed 
with the men of Liege, some of them of the very lowest descrip- 
tion ; among whom Nikkei Blok the butcher, placed near De la 
Marck himself, was distinguished by his tucked-up sleeves, 
which displayed arms smeared to the elbows with blood, as was 
the cleaver which lay on the table before him. 

It only remains to say, of the better class of burghers who 
were associated with William de la Marck's soldiers in this fear- 
ful revel, that the wan faces and anxious mien of the greater 
part showed that they either disliked their entertainment, or 
feared their companions; while some of lower education, or 
a nature more brutal, saw only in the excesses of the soldier a 
gallant bearing, which they would willingly imitate, and the 
tone of which they endeavored to. catch so far as was possible, 
and stimulated themselves to the task by swallowing immense 
draughts of wine and schtvarzbier, indulging a vice which at all 
times was too common in the Low Countries. 

When the Syndic Pavilion was announced from mouth to 
mouth in this tumultuous meeting, he endeavored to assume, in 
right of his authority and influence, an air of importance and 
equality, which a glance at the fearful object at the window, 
and at the wild scene around him, rendered it veiy difficult for 
him to sustain, notwithstanding the exhortations of Peter, who 
whispered in his ear, with some perturbation, ^^ Up heart, mas- 
ter, or we are but gone men I " 

The Syndic maintained his dignity, however, as well as he 
could, in a short address, in which he complimented the com- 
pany upon the great victory gained by the soldiers of De la 
Marck and the good citizens of Liege. 

"Ay," answered De la Marck, sarcastically, '"we have 
brought down the game at last,' " quoth my lady's brach^ to 
the wolf-hound. But ho! Sir Burgomaster, you come like 
Mars, with Beauty by your side. Who is this fair one? 
Unveil, unveil ! no woman calls her beauty her own to-night." 

'^ It is m}' daughter, noble leader," answered Pavilion ; " and 
^ Lapdog. 
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I am to pray your forgiveness for her wearing her veil. She 
has a vow for that effect to the Three Blessed Kings." 

" I will absolve her of it presently," said De la Marck ; '* for 
here, with one stroke of a cleaver, will I consecrate myself 
Bishop of Liege ; and I trust one living bishop is worth three 
dead kings." 

There was a shuddering and murmur among the guests ; for 
the community' of Liege, and even some of the rude soldiers, 
reverenced the Kings of Cologne, as they were commonly called, 
though they respected nothing else. 

^'Nay, I mean no treason against their defunct majesties," 
said De la Marck ; " only bishop I am determined to be. A 
prince both secular and ecclesiastical, having power to bind and 
loose, will best suit a band of reprobates such as you, to whom 
no one else would give absolution. But come hither, noble 
Burgomaster; sit beside me, when you shall see me make a 
vacancy for my own preferment. Bring in our predecessor in 
the holy seat." 

A bustle took place in the hall, while Pavilion, excusing him- 
self from the proffered seat of honor, placed himself near the 
bottom of the table, his followers keeping close behind him, not 
unlike a flock of sheep, which, when a stranger dog is in pres- 
ence, may be sometimes seen to assemble in the rear of an old 
belwether, who is, from ofQco and authority, judged by them to 
have rather more courage than themselves. Near the spot sat 
a very handsome lad, son, as was said, of the ferocious De la 
Marck, and towards whom he sometimes showed affection, and 
even tenderness. Quentin, who had learned this point of the 
leader's character from the old priest, planted himself as close 
as he could to the youth in question ; determined to make him, 
in some way or other, either a hostage or a protector, should 
other means of safety fail them. 

As he sat down, the Bishop of Liege, Louis of Bourbon, was 
dragged into the hall of his own palace by the brutal soldiery. 
The dishevelled state of his hair, beard, and attire bore witness 
to the ill treatment he had already received ; and some of his 
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sacerdotal robes, hastily flung over him, appeared to have been 
put on in scorn and ridicule of his qualit}' and character. 

The scene which followed was short and fearful. When the 
unhappy Prelate was brought before the footstool of the savage 
leader, although in former life only remarkable for his easy and 
good-natured temper, he showed in this extremity a sense of 
his dignity and noble blood, well becoming the high race from 
which he was descended. His look was composed and undis- 
mayed ; his gesture, when the rude hands which dragged him 
forward were unloosed, was noble, and at the same time re- 
signed, somewhat between the bearing of a feudj|.l noble and of 
a Christian martyr ; and so much was even De la Marck him- 
self staggered by the firm demeanor of his prisoner, and recol- 
lection of the early benefits he had received from him, that he 
seemed irresolute, cast down his eyes, and it was not until he 
had emptied a large goblet of wine, that, resuming his haughty 
insolence of look and manner, he thus addressed his unfortu- 
nate captive : " Louis of Bourbon," said the truculent soldier, 
drawing hard his breath, clenching his hands, setting his teeth, 
and using the other mechanical actions to rouse up and sustain 
his native ferocity of temper, " I sought your friendship, and 
you rejected mine. What would you now give that it had been 
otherwise? Nikkei, be ready ! " 

The butcher rose, seized his weapon, and stealing round 
behind De la Marck's chair, stood with it uplifted in his bare 
and sinewy arms. 

'*IiOok at that man, Louis of Bourbon," said De la Marck 
again. " What terms wilt thou now offer, to escape this dan- 
gerous hour?" 

The Bishop cast a melancholy but unshaken look upon the 
grizzly satellite, who seemed prepared to execute the will of 
the tyrant, and then he said with firmness, " Hear me, William 
de la Marck, and good men all, if there be any here who deserve 
that name, hear the only terms I can oflTer to this ruflSan. Wil- 
liam de la Marck, thou hast stirred up to sedition an imperial 
city, hast assaulted and taken the palace of a Prince of the 
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Holy German Empire, slain his people, plundered his goods, 
maltreated his person ; for this thou art liable to the ban of the 
Empire ; hast deserved to be declared outlawed and fugitive, 
landless and rightless. Thou hast done more than all this. 
More than mere human laws hast thou broken, more than mere 
human vengeance hast thou deserved. Thou hast broken into 
the danctuary of the Lord, laid violent hands upon a Father of 
the Church, defiled the house of God with blood and rapine, 
like a sacriligious robber — " 

" Hast thou 3'et done?" said De la Marck, fiercely interrupt- 
ing him, and st;amping with his foot. 

''No," answered the Prelate, "for I have not yet told thee 
the terms which you demanded to hear from me." 

" Go on," said De la Marck ; " and let the terms please me 
better than the preface, or woe to thy gray head ! " And fling- 
ing himself back in his seat, he grinded his teeth till the foam • 
flew from his lips, as from the tusks of the savage animal whose 
name and spoils he wore. 

'' Such are thy crimes," resumed the Bishop, with calm deter- 
mination ; " now hear the terms, which, as a merciful Prince 
and a Christian Prelate, setting aside all personal offence, for- 
giving each peculiar injury, I condescend to offer. Fling down 
thy leading-stafl*, renounce thy command, unbind thy prisoners, 
restore thy spoil, distribute what else thou hast of goods to 
relieve those whom thou hast made orphans and widows, array 
thyself in sackcloth and ashes, take a palmer's staff in thy 
hand, and go barefooted on pilgrimage to Rome, and we will 
ourselves be intercessors for thee with the Imperial Chamber at 
Ratisbon for thy life, with our Holy Father the Pope for thy 
miserable soul." 

While Louis of Bourbon proposed these terms, in a tone as 
decided as if he still occupied his episcopal throne, and as if 
the usurper kneeled a suppliant at his feet, the tyrant slowly 
raised himself in his chair, the amazement with which he was 
at first filled giving way gradually to rage, until, as the Bishop 
ceased, he looked to Nikkei Blok, and raised his finger without 
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speaking a word. The ruflSan strack, as if he had been doing 
his oflSce in the common shambles, and the murdered Bishop 
sank without a groan at the foot of his own episcopal throne.^ 
The Liegeois, who were not prepared for so horrible a catas- 
trophe, and who had expected to hear the conference end in 
some terms of accommodation, started up unanimously, with 
cries of execration, mingled with shouts of vengeance. 

But William de la Marck, raising his tremendous voice above 
the tumult, and shaking his clenched hand and extended arm, 
shouted aloud, " How now, ye porkers of Liege ! ye wallowers 
in the mud of the Maes I Do 3'e dare to mate yourselves with 
the Wild Boar of Ardennes? Up, ye Boar's brood!" (an 
expression by which he himself and others often designated his 
soldiers) ; '^ let these Flemish hogs see your tusks ! " 

Every one of his followers started up at the command, and 
mingled as they were among their late allies, prepared too for 
such a surprisal, each had, in an instant, his next neighbor by 
the collar, while his right hand brandished a broad dagger that 
glimmered against lamplight and moonshine. Every arm was 
uplifted, but no one struck ; for the victims were too much sur- 
prised for resistance, and it was probably the object of De la 
Marck only to impose terror on his civic confederates. 

But the courage of Quentin Durward, prompt and alert in 
resolution beyond his years, and stimulated at the moment by 
all that could add energy to his natural shrewdness and resolu- 
tion, gave a new turn to the scene. Imitating the action of the 
followers of De la Marck, he sprung on Carl Eberson, the son 
of their leader, and mastering him with ease, held his dirk at 
the boy's throat, while he exclaimed, "Is that your game? then 
here I play my part." 

" Hold ! hold ! " exclaimed De la Marck ; " it is a jest, a jest. 
Think you I would injure my good friends and allies of the city 
of Liege! Soldiers, unloose your holds ; sit down ; take away 
the carrion " (giving the Bishop's corpse a thrust with his foot) 
" which hath caused this strife among friends, and let us drown 
unkindness in a fresh carouse." 

1 See Note G. The Murder of the Bishop of Liege. 
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All unloosened their holds, and the citizens and the soldiers 
stood gazing on each other, as if they scarce knew whether 
they were friends or foes. Quentin Durward took advantage 
of the moment. 

" Hear me," he said, " William de la Marck, and you, burgh- 
ers and citizens of Liege ; and do you, young sir, stand still,*' 
(for the boy Carl was attempting to escape from his gripe) " no 
harm shall befall you, unless another of these sharp jests shall 
pass round." 

"Who art thou," said the astonished De la Marck, "who 
art come to hold terms and take hostages from us in our own 
lair, — from us, who exact pledges from others, but yield them 
to no one?" 

"I am a servant of King Louis of France," said Quentin, 
boldly; "an Archer of his Scottish Guard, as my language 
and dress may partly tell you. I am here to behold and to 
report your proceedings ; and I see with wonder, that they are 
those of heathens, rather than Christians; of madmen, rather 
than men possessed of reason. The hosts of Charles of Bur- 
gundy will be instantly in motion against you all ; and if you 
wish assistance from France, you must conduct yourself in a 
different manner. For you, men of Liege, I advise your instant 
return to your own city ; and if there is any obstruction offered 
to your departure, I denounce those, by whom it is so offered, 
foes to my master, his Most Gracious Majesty of France." 

"Prance and Liege! France and Liege!" cried the follow- 
ers of Pavilion, and several other citizens, whose courage began 
to rise at the bold language held by Quentin. 

" France and Liege, and long live the gallant Archer ! We 
will live and die with him ! " 

William de la Marck's eyes sparkled, and he grasped his 
dagger, as if about to launch it at the heart of the audacious 
speaker ; but, glancing his eye around, he read something in the 
looks of his soldiers which even he was obliged to respect. 
Many of them were Frenchmen, and all of them knew the pri- 
vate support which William had received, both in men and in 
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money from that kingdom; nay, some of them were rather 
startled at the violent and sacrilegious action which had been 
just committed. The name of Charles of Burgundy, a person 
likely to resent to the utmost the deeds of that nighty had an 
alarming sound, and the extreme impolicy of at once quarrel- 
ling with the Liegeois, and provoking the Monarch of France, 
made an appalling impression on their minds, confused as their 
intellects were. De la Marck, in short, saw he would not be 
supported, even by his own band, in any farther act of imme- 
diate violence ; and, relaxing the terrors of his brow and eye, 
declared that '^ he had not the least design against his good 
friends of Liege, all of whom were at liberty to depart from 
Schonwaldt at their pleasure ; although he had hoped they would 
revel one night with him, at least, in honor of their victory." 
He added, with more calmness than he commonly used, that 
" he would be ready to enter into negotiation concerning the 
partition of spoil, and the arrangement of measures for their 
mutual defence, either the next day, or as soon after as they 
would. Meantime, he trusted that the Scottish gentleman 
would honor his feast by remaining all night at Schonwaldt." 

The young Scot returned his thanks, but said his motions 
must be determined by those of Pavilion, to whom he was 
directed particularly to attach himself ; but that unquestionably 
he Would attend him on his next return to the quarters of the 
valiant William de la Marck. 

" If you depend on my motions," said Pavilion, hastily and 
aloud, " you are likely to quit Schonwaldt without an instant's 
delay ; and, if you do not come back to Schonwaldt, save in 
my company, you are not likely to see it again in a hurry." 

This last part of the sentence the honest citizen muttered to 
himself, afraid of the consequences of giving audible vent to 
his feelings, which, nevertheless, he was unable altogether to 
suppress. 

"Keep close about me, my brisk Kurschner lads," he said to 
his body-guard, " and we will get as fast as we can out of this 
den of thieves." 
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Most of the better classes of the Liegeois seemed to enter- 
tain similar opinions with the Syndic, and there had been scarce 
BO much joy amongst them at the obtaining possession of Schon- 
waldt, as now seemed to arise from the prospect of getting safe 
out of it. They were suffered to leave the castle without oppo- 
sition of any kind ; and glad was Qucntin when he turned his 
back on those formidable walls. 

For the first time since they had entered that dreadful hall, 
Quentin ventured to ask the young countess how she did. 

"Well, well," she answered, in feverish haste; "excellently 
well. Do not stop to ask a question ; let us not lose an instant 
in words. Let us fly ! let us fly ! " 

She endeavored to mend her pace as she spoke ; but with so 
little success, that she must have fallen fh>m exhaustion, had 
not Durward supported her. 

Evading curiosity as they best could, the exertions of Peter 
and some of his companions at length procured a boat for the 
use of the company, and with it an opportunity of enjo}ing 
some repose, equally welcome to Isabelle, who continued to lie 
almost motionless in the arms of her deliverer, and to the wor- 
thy Burgomaster, who, after delivering a broken string of thanks 
to Durward, whose mind was at the time too much occupied to 
answer him, began a long harangue, which he addressed to 
Peter, upon his own courage and benevolence, and the dangers 
to which these virtues had exposed him, on this and other 
occasions. 

But when the boat stopped at the bottom of his garden, and 
he had got himself assisted on shore by Peter, it seemed as if 
the touch of his own threshold converted the demagogue into 
the honest, kind, hospitable, and friendl}^ host. He called 
loudly for Trudchen, who presently appeared. She was charged 
to pay the utmost attention to the care of the beautiflil and 
half-fainting stranger ; and admiring her personal charms, while 
she pitied her distress, Gertrude discharged the hospitable duty 
with the zeal and afliection of a sister. 
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CHAPTER XXn. 

In spite <5f a mixture of joy and fear, doubt, anxiety, and 
other agitating passions, the exhausting fatigues of the preced- 
ing da^^ were powerful enough to throw the young Scot into a 
deep and profound repose, which lasted until late on the day 
following, when his worthy host entered the apartment, with 
looks of care on his brow. 

He seated himself by his guest's bedside, and began a long 
and complicated discourse upon the domestic duties of a mar- 
ried life, and especially upon the awful power and right suprem- 
acy which it became married men to sustain in all differences 
of opinion with their wives. Quentin listened with some anx- 
iety. He knew that husbands, like other belligerent powers, 
were sometimes disposed to sing Te Deum, rather to conceal a 
defeat than to celebrate a victory ; and he hastened to probe 
the matter more closely, " by hoping their arrival had been 
attended with no inconvenience to the good lady of the house- 
hold." 

" Inconvenience I no," answered the Burgomaster. "No 
woman can be less taken unawares than Mother Mabel ; always 
happy to see her friends, always a clean lodging and a hand- 
some meal ready for them, with God's blessing on bed and 
board. No woman on earth so hospitable, — only 'tis pity her 
temper is something particular." 

" Our residence here is disagreeable to her, in short?" said 
the Scot, starting out of bed, and beginning to dress himself 
hastily. " Were I but sure the Lady Isabelle were fit for travel 
after the horrors of the last night, we would not increase the 
offence by remaining here an instant longer." 

"Nay," said Pavilion, "that is just what the young lady 
herself said to Mother Mabel ; and truly I wish you saw the 
color that came to her face as she said it ; a milkmaid that has 
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skated five miles to market against the frost-wind is a lily com- 
pared to it. I do not wonder Mother Mabel may be a little jeal- 
ous, poor dear soul." 

'^ Has the Lady Isabelle then left her apartment? " said the 
youth, continuing his toilet operations with more despatch than 
before. 

" Yes," replied Pavilion; "and she expects your approach 
with much impatience, to determine which way you shall go, 
since you are both detennined on going. But I trust you will 
tarry breakfast? " 

''Why did you not tell me this sooner?" said Durward, 
impatiently. 

"Softly, softly," said the Syndic; "I have told you too 
soon, I think, if it puts you into such a hasty fluster. Now I 
have some more matter for your ear, if I saw you had some 
patience to listen to me." 

" Speak it, worthy sir, as soon and as fast as you can ; I lis- 
ten devoutly." 

" Well, then," resumed the Burgomaster, " I have but one 
word to say, and that is, that Trudchen, who is as sorry to part 
with yonder pretty lady as if she had been some sister of hers, 
wants 3 ou to take some other disguise ; for there is word in the 
town that the Ladies of Croye travel the country in pilgrim's 
dresses, attended by a French life-guardsman of the Scottish 
Archers." 

"Your daughter advises well," said Quentin Durward, 
abstaining from reproaches or exhortations, which he saw 
would be alike unavailing to sway a resolution which had been 
adopted by the worthy magistrate in compliance at once with 
the prejudices of his party, and the inclination of his wife. 
" Your daughter counsels well. We must part in disguise, and 
that instantly. We may, I trust, rely upon you for the neces- 
sary secrecy, and for the means of escape ? " 

Quentin was completely attired as a Flemish boor of the bet- 
ter class, in the holyday suit of Peter, who expressed his inter- 
est in the young Scot by the readiness with which he parted 
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with it for his use ; and swore, at the same time, that, were he 
to be curried and tugged worse than ever was bullock's hide, 
they should make nothing out of him, to the betraying of the 
young folks. Two stout horses had been provided by the activ- 
ity of Mother Mabel, who really desired the Countess and her 
attendant no harm, so that she could make her own house and 
family clear of the dangers which might attend upon harboring 
them. She beheld them mount and go off with great satisfac- 
tion, after telling them that they would find their way to the 
east gate by keeping their eye on Peter, who was to walk in 
that direction as their guide, but without holding any visible 
communication with them. 

They passed the guards in virtue of a permission obtained 
for them by Pavilion, but in the name of his colleague Bouslaer, 
and they took leave of Peter Geislaer with a friendly though 
brief exchange of good wishes on either side. Immediately 
afterwards, they were joined by a stout young man, riding a 
good gray horse, who presently made himself known as Hans 
Glover, the bachelor of Trudchen Pavilion. He was a young 
fellow with a good Flemish countenance, not, indeed, of the 
most intellectual cast, but arguing more hilarit}' and good- 
humor than wit, and, as the Countess could not help thinkmg, 
scarce worthy to be bachelor to the generous Trudchen. He 
seemed, however, fully desirous to second the views which she 
had formed in their favor ; for, saluting them respectfully, he 
asked of the Countess in Flemish, on which road she desired to 
be conducted. 

" Guide me," said she, " towards the nearest town on the 
frontiers of Brabant." 

" You have then settled the end and object of your journey?" 
said Quentin, approaching his horse to that of Isabelle, and 
speaking French, which their guide did not understand. 

^'Surely," replied the young lady; ''for, situated as I now 
am. it must be of no small detriment to me if I were to prolong 
a journey iii my present circumstances, even though the termi- 
nation should be a rigorous prison." 
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'^ A prison?" said Quentiu. 

" Yes, my friend, a prison ; but I will take care that jou 
shall not share it." 

" Do not talk — do not think of me," said Quentin. " Saw 
I you but safe, my own concerns are little worth minding/' 

" Do not speak so loud," said the Lady Isabelle ; " you wiU 
surprise our guide ; you see he has already rode on before us; " 
for, in truth, the good-natured Fleming, doing as he desired to 
be done by, had removed from them the constraint of a third 
person, upon Quentin's first motion towards the lady. " Yes," 
she continued, when she noticed they were free from observa- 
tion, "to you, my friend, my protector, — wh}'^ should I be 
ashamed to call you what Heaven has made you to me ? — to 
you it is my duty to say that my resolution is taken to return 
to my native country, and to throw myself on the mercy of the 
Duke of Burgundy. It was mistaken, though well-meant 
advice, which induced me ever to withdraw from his protection, 
and place myself under that of the crafty and false Louis of 
France." 

" And you resolve to become the bride, then, of the Count of 
Campo-basso, the unworthy favorite of Charles ? " 

Thus spoke Quentin, with a voice in which internal agony 
struggled with his desire to assume an indifferent tone, like that 
of the poor condemned criminal, when, affecting a firmness 
which he is far from feeling, he asks if the death-warrant be 
arrived. 

" No, Durward, no," said the Lady Isabelle, sitting up erect 
in her saddle, " to that hated condition all Burgundy's power 
shall not sink a daughter of the House of Croye. Burgundy 
may seize on my lands and fiefs, he may imprison my person in 
a convent; but that is the worst I have to expect; and worse 
than that I will endure ere I give my hand to Campo-basso." 

"And why not rather betake yourself to 3'our own estates, 
and to 3'our own strong castle, as you designed when at Tours? " 
said Quentin. " Why not call around 3*ou the vassals of 3'our 
father, and make treaty with Burgund}-, rather than surrender 
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yourself to him ? Surely there must be many a bold heart that 
would fight in }-our cause ; and I know at least of one, who 
would willingly lay down his life to give example." 

^^Alas!" said the Countess, ''that scheme, the suggestion 
of the crafty Louis, and, like all which he ever suggested, 
designed more for his advantage than for mine, has become 
impracticable, since it was betrajed to Burgundy by the double 
traitor Zamet Hayraddin. My kinsman was then imprisoned, 
and my houses garrisoned. Any attempt of mine would but 
expose my dependents to the vengeance of Duke Charles ; and 
why should I occasion more bloodshed than has already taken 
place on so worthless an account ? No, I will submit myself to 
my Sovereign as a dutiful vassal, in all which shall leave my 
personal freedom of choice uninfringed ; the rather that I trust 
my kinswoman, the Countess Hameline, who first counselled, 
and indeed ui^ed my flight, has already taken this wise and 
honorable step." 

" Your kinswoman ! " repeated Quentin, awakened to recol- 
lections to which the young Countess was a stranger, and which 
the rapid succession of perilous and stirring events had, as 
matters of nearer concern, in fact banished from his memory. 

" Ay, my aunt, the Countess Hameline of Croye ; know you 
aught of her?" said the Countess Isabelle ; " I trust she is now 
under the protection of the Burgundian banner. You are 
silent. Know 3'ou aught of her?" 

The last question, urged in a tone of the most anxious 
inquiry, obliged Quentin to give some account of what he knew 
of the Countess's fate. He mentioned, that he had been sum- 
moned to attend her in a flight from Liege, which he had no 
doubt the Lady Isabelle would be partaker in ; he mentioned 
the discovery that had been made after they had gained the 
forest; and, finally, he told his own return to tjie castle, and 
the circumstances in which he found it. But he said nothing of 
the views with which it was plain the Lady Hameline had left 
the Castle of Schonwaldt, and as little about the floating report 
of her having fallen into the hands of William de la Marck. 
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"But oh, my unhappy kinswoman!" said the Countess, 
" and the wretch Marthon, who enjoyed so much of her confi- 
dence, and deserved it so little ; it was she that introduced to 
my kinswoman the wretched Zamet and Hayraddin Maugrabin, 
who, by their pretended knowledge in soothsaying and astrol- 
ogy, obtained a great ascendency over her mind; it was she 
who, strengthening their predictions, encouraged her in — I 
know not what to call them — delusions concerning matches and 
lovers, which my kinswoman's age rendered ungraceful and 
improbable. I doubt not that, from the beginning, we had been 
surrounded by these snares by Louis of France, in order to 
determine us to take refuge at his Court, or rather to put our- 
selves into his power ; after which rash act on our part, how 
unkingly, unknightly, ignobly, ungentleman-like, he hath con- 
ducted himself towards us, you, Quentin Durward, can bear 
witness. But alas ! my kinswoman — what think you will be 
her fate?" 

To lead the Countess Isabelle's thoughts from this melancholy 
subject, Quentin frankly told her the treachery of the Maugra- 
bin, which he had discovered in the night-quarter near Namur, 
and which appeared the result of an agreement betwixt the King 
and William de la Marck. Isabelle shuddered with horror, and 
then recovering herself, said, "I am ashamed, and I have 
sinned in permitting myself so far to doubt of the saints' pro- 
tection, as for an instant to have deemed possible the accom- 
plishment of a scheme so utterly cruel, base, and dishonorable, 
while there are pitying eyes in heaven to look down on human 
miseries. It is not a thing to be thought of with fear or abhor- 
rence, but to be rejected as such a piece of incredible tt^achery 
and villainy, as it were atheism to believe could ever be success- 
ful. But I now see plainly why that hypocritical Marthon often 
seemed to foster every seed of petty jealousy or discontent be- 
twixt my poor kinswoman and myself, whilst she always mixed 
with flattery, addressed to the individual who was present, 
whatever could prejudice her against her absent kinswoman. 
Yet never did I dream she could have proceeded so far as to 
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have caused my once affectionate kinswoman to have left me 
behind in the perils of Schonwaldt, while she made her own 
escape." 

"Did the Lady Hameline not mention to you, then," said 
Queutin, " her intended flight?" 

" No," replied the Countess, "but she alluded to some com- 
munication which Marthon was to make to me. To say truth, 
my poor kinswoman's head was so turned by the mysterious 
jargon of the miserable Hayraddin, whom that day she had 
admitted to a long and secret conference, and she threw out so 
many strange hints, that — that — in short, I cared not to press 
on her, when in that humor, for any explanation. Yet it was 
cruel to leave me'behind her." 

"I will excuse the Lady Hameline from intending such 
unkindness," said Quentin ; " for such was the agitation of the 
moment, and the darkness of the hour, that I believe the Lady 
Hameline as certainly conceived herself accompanied by her 
niece, as I at the same time, deceived by Marthon's dress and 
demeanor, supposed I was in the company of both the Ladies 
of Croye: and of her especially," he added, with a low but 
determined voice, "without whom the wealth of worlds would 
not have tempted me to leave Schonwaldt." 

It was two hours after noon, when the travellers were 
alarmed by the report of the guide, who, with paleness and 
horror in his countenance, said that they were pursued by a 
party of De la Marck's Schwarz-reiters. These soldiers, or 
rather banditti, were bands levied in the Lower Circles of Ger- 
many, and resembled the lanzknechts in every particular, 
except that the former acted as light cavalry. To maintain the 
name of Black Troopers, and to strike additional terror into 
their enemies, they usually rode on black chargers, and smeared 
with black ointment their arms and accoutrements, in which 
operation their hands and faces often had their share. In 
morals and in ferocity these Schwarz-reiters emulated their 
pedestrian brethren the lanzknechts. ^ 

1 See Note H. Schwarz-reiterB. 
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On looking back, and discovering along the long level road 
which they had traversed a cloud of dust advancing, with one 
or two of the headmost troopers riding furiously in front of it, 
Quentin addressed his companion; ^'Dearest Isabelle, I have 
no weapon left save my sword; but, since I cannot fight for 
you, I will fly with you. Could we gain yonder wood that is be- 
fore us ere they come up, we may easily find means to escape." 

" So be it, my only friend," said Isabelle, pressing her 
horse to the gallop; '^and thou, good fellow," she added, 
addressing Hans Glover, ^^ get thee off to another road, and do 
not stay to partake our misfortune and danger.'' 

The honest Fleming shook his head, and answered her gener- 
ous exhortation with " Nein^ neini das geht nichtSy'* * and con- 
tinued to attend them, all three riding towards the shelter of 
the wood as fast as their jaded horses could go, pursued, at the 
same time, by the Schwarz-reiters, who increased their pace 
when they saw them fly. But notwithstanding the fatigue of 
the horses, still the fugitives, being unarmed, and riding lighter 
in consequence, had considerably the advantage of the pursuers, 
and were within about a quarter of a mile of the wood, when a 
body of men-at-arms, under a knight's pennon, was discovered 
advancing from the cover so as to intercept their flight. 

''They have bright armor," said Isabelle; "they must be 
Burgundians. Be they who they will, we must yield to them, 
rather than to the lawless miscreants who pursue us." 

A moment after she exclaimed, looking on the pennon, '' I 
know the cloven heart which it displays ! It is the banner of 
the Count of Cr^vecceur, a noble Burgundian ; to him I will 
surrender myself." 

They soon joined the band of Cr^vecoeur, and the Countess 
demanded to speak to the leader, who had halted his party till 
he should reconnoitre the Black Troopers ; and, as he gazed on 
her with doubt and uncertainty, she said: "Noble Count, 
Isabelle of Croye, the daughter of your old companion in arms. 
Count Reinold of Croye, renders herself, and asks protection 
from your valor for her and hers." 

1 " No, nol that mnst not be." 
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^^ Thou shalt have it, fair kinswoman, were it against a host 
— always excepting my liege Lord of Burgundy. But there is 
little time to talk of it. These filthy-looking fiends have made 
a halt, as if they intended to dispute the matter. By Saint 
George of Burgundy, they have the insolence to advance against 
the banner of Cr^vecoBur ! What ! will not the knaves be raled? 
Damian, my lance. Advance, banner! Lay your spears in 
the rest 1 Cr^vecoeur to the rescue ! " 

Crying his war-cry, and followed by his men-at-arms, he 
galloped rapidly forward to charge the Schwarz-reiters. 



CHAPTER XXni. 

The skirmish betwixt the Schwarz-reiters and the Burgnn 
dian men-at-arms lasted scarcely five minutes, so soon were the 
former put to the rout by the superiority of the latter, in armor, 
weight of horse, and military spirit. In less than the space we 
have mentioned, the Count of Cr^vecoeur, wiping his bloody 
sword upon his horse's mane ere he sheathed it, came back to 
the vei^e of the forest, where Isabelle had remained a spectator 
of the combat. One part of his people followed him, while the 
other continued to pursue the flying enemy for a little space 
along the causeway. 

"It is a shame," said the Count, " that the weapons of 
knights and gentlemen should be soiled by the blood of those 
brutal swine." 

So sa3Tng, he returned his weapon to the sheath, and added, 
" This is a rough welcome to your home, my pretty cousin, but 
wandering princesses must expect such adventures. And well 
I came up in time, for, let me assure you, the Black Troopers 
respect a countess's coronet as little as a country-wench's coif, 
and I think your retinue is not qualified for much resistance." 
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" My Lord Count," said the Lady Isabelle, " without farther 
preface, let me kuow if I am a prisoner, and where you are to 
conduct me." 

" You know, you silly child," answered the Count, "how I 
would answer that question, did it rest on my own will. But 
you and your foolish, match-making, marriage-hunting aunt, 
have made such wild use of your wings of late, that I fear you 
must be contented to fold them up in a cage for a little while. 
For my part, my duty, and it is a sad one, will be ended when 
I have conducted you to the Court of the Duke, at Peronne ; 
for which purpose I hold it necessary to deliver the command 
of this reconnoitring party to m}^ nephew. Count Stephen, while 
I return with you thither, as I think you may need an inter- 
cessor, and I hope the young giddy-pate will discharge his duty 
wisely." 

"Yet one moment, cousin of Cr^vecoeur," said the Countess 
Isabelle, " and let me, in yielding myself prisoner, stipulate at 
least for the safety of those who have befriended me in my mis- 
fortune. Permit this good fellow, my trusty guide, to go back 
unharmed to his native town of Liege." 

"My nephew," said Cr^vecoeur, after looking sharply at 
Glover's honest breadth of countenance, " shall guard this good 
fellow, who seems, indeed, to have little harm in him, as far 
into the territory as he himself advances, and then leave him at 
liberty." 

"Fail not to remember me to the kind Gertrude," said the 
Countess to her guide; and added, taking a string of pearls 
from under her veil, " pray her to wear this in remembrance of 
her unhappy friend." 

Honest Glover took the string of pearls and kissed, with 
clownish gesture but with sincere kindness, the fair hand which 
had found such a delicate mode of remunerating his own labors 
and peril. 

" Umph ! signs and tokens ! " said the Count ; " any farthei 
bequests to make, my fair cousin? It is time we yrere on oui 
way." 
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*' Only," said the Countess, making an effort to speak, " that 
you will be pleased to be favorable to this — this young gentle- 
man." 

"Umph!" said Cr^vecoeur, casting the same penetrating 
glance on Quentin which he had bestowed on Glover, but 
apparently with a much less satisfactory result, and mimicking, 
though not offensively, the embarrassment of the Countess. 
"Umph! — Ay, — this is a blade of another temper. And 
pray, my cousin, what has this — this very young gentleman 
done to deserve such intercession at your hands? " 

" He has saved my life and honor," said the Countess, red- 
dening with shame and resentment. 

Quentin also blushed with indignation, but wisely concluded 
that to give vent to it might only make matters worse. 

"Life and honor? Umph!" said again the Count Cr^ve- 
CGBur. " Methinks it would have been as well, my cousin, if 
you had not put j'ourself in the way of lying under such obliga- 
tions to this very young gentleman. But let it pass. The 
young gentleman may. wait on us, if his quality permit, and I 
will see he has no injury ; only I will myself take in future the 
office of protecting your life and honor, and may perhaps find 
for him some fitter duty than that of being a squire of the body 
to damosels errant." 

*' M}' Lord Count," said Durward, unable to keep silence any 
longer, "lest you should talk of a stranger in slighter terms 
than you might afterwards think becoming, I take leave to tell 
yon that I am Quentin Durward, an Archer of the Scottish 
Body-guard, in which, as you well know, none but gentlemen 
and men of honor are enrolled." 

"I thank you for your information, and I kiss your hands. 
Seignior Archer," said Cr^vecceur, in the same tone of raillery. 
" Have the goo4ness to ride with me to the front of the party." 

As Quentin moved onward at the command of the Count, 
who had now the power, if not the right, to dictate his motions, 
he observed that the Lady Isabelle followed his motions with a 
took of anxious and timid interest, which amounted almost to 
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tenderness, and the sight of which brought water into his eyes. 
Bat he remembered that he had a man's part to sustain before 
Cr^vecoBur, who, perhaps, of all the chivalry in France or Bur- 
gundy, was the least likely to be moved to anything but laugh- 
ter by a tale of true-love soitow. He determined, therefore, 
not to wait his addressing him, but to open the conversation in 
a tone which should assert his claim to a fair treatment, and to 
more respect than the Count, offended, perhaps, at finding a 
person of such inferior note placed so near the confidence of his 
high-bom and wealthy cousin, seemed disposed to entertain for 
him. 

"My Lord Count of Crftvecoeur," he said, in a temperate 
but firm tone of voice, " may I request of you, before our inter- 
view goes farther, to tell me if I am at liberty, or am to account 
myself your prisoner? " 

" A shrewd question," replied the Count, " which, at present, 
I can only answer b}' another. Are France and Burgundy, 
think you, at peace or war with each other?" 

"That," replied the Scot, "you, my lord, should certainly 
know better than I. I have been absent from the Court of 
France, and have heard no news for some time." 

" Look you there," said the Count; "you see how easy it is 
to ask questions, but how difficult to answer them. Why, I 
myself, who have been at Peronne with the Duke for this week 
and better, cannot resolve this riddle any more than you ; and 
yet, Sir Squire, upon the solution of that question depends the 
said point, whether you are prisoner or free man ; and, for the 
present, I must hold you as the former. Only, if j'ou have 
really and honestly been of service to my kinswoman, and if 
you are candid in your answers to the questions I shall ask, 
aflTairs shall stand the better with you." 

" The Countess of Croj'e," said Quentin, "is best judge if I 
have rendered any service, and to her I refer you on that mat- 
ter. My answers 3^ou will yourself judge of when you ask me 
your questions." 

"Umphl haughty enough," muttered the Count of Crftve- 
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coeur, " and very like one that wears a lady's favor in his hat, 
and thinks he must carry things with a high tone, to honor the 
precious remnant of silk and tinsel. Well, sir, I trust it will 
be no abatement of your dignity, if you answer me, how long 
you have been about the person of the Lady Isabelle of Croye. " 

" Count of Cr^vecoBur," said Quentin Durward, '^ if I answer 
questions which are asked in a tone approaching towards insult, 
it is only lest injurious inferences should be drawn from my 
silence respecting one to whom we are both obliged to render 
justice. I have acted as escort to the Lady Isabelle since she 
left France to retire into Flanders." 

" Ho ! ho ! " said the Count ; " and that is to say, since she 
fled from Plessis-les-Tours ? You, an Archer of the Scottish 
Guard, accompanied her, of course, by the express orders of 
King Louis?" 

However little Quentin thought himself indebted to the Eling 
of France, he did not yet conceive himself at liberty to betray 
any trust which Louis had reposed, or had seemed to repose in 
him, and therefore replied to Count Cr^vecoeur's inference, 
'' that it was sufficient for him to have the authority of his supe- 
rior officer for what he had done, and he inquired no farther." 

Quentin then proceeded to give an account of the murder of 
the Bishop, received by the Count with deep feelings of horror 
and resentment against the insurgents. 

The Count then proceeded to ask so many questions concern- 
ing the mode in which both ladies had conducted themselves on 
the journey, the degree of intimacy to which they had admitted 
Quentin himself, and other trying particulars, that, vexed and 
ashamed and angry, the youth was scarce able to conceal his 
embarrassment from the keen-sighted soldier and courtier, who 
seemed suddenly disposed to take leave of him, saying, at the 
same time, "Umph! I see it is as I conjectured, on one side 
at least ; I trust the other party has kept her senses better. 
Come, Sir Squire, spur on, and keep the van, while I fall back 
to discourse with the Lady Isabelle. I think I have learned 
now so much from you, that I can talk to her of these sad pas- 
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sages withont hurting her nicety, though I have fretted yours a 
little. Yet stay, young gallant ; one word ere you go. You 
have had, I imagine, a happy journey through Fairy-land — all 
full of heroic adventure, and high hope, and wild minstrel-like 
delusion, like the gardens of Morgaine la F^e. Forget it all, 
3'oung soldier,'* he added, tapping him on the shoulder ; "remem- 
ber yonder lady only as the honored Countess of Croye ; forget 
her as a wandering and adventurous damsel. And her Mends 
(one of them I can answer for) will remember, on their part, 
only the services you have done her, and forget the unreason- 
able reward which you have had the boldness to propose to 
yourself." 

Enraged that* he had been unable to conceal from the sharp- 
sighted Cr^vecoeur feelings which the Count seemed to consider 
as the object of ridicule, Quentin replied, indignantly, " My 
Lord Count, when I require advice of you, I will ask it ; when 
I demand assistance of you, it will be time enough to grant or 
refuse it ; when I set peculiar value on your opinion of me, it 
will not be too late to express it." 

" Heyday ! " said the Count ; " I have come between Ama- 
dis and Oriana, and must expect a challenge to the lists ) " 

" You speak as if that were an impossibility," said Quentin. 
"When I broke a lance with the Duke of Orleans, it was 
against a breast in which flowed better blood than that of Cr^- 
vecoeur. When I measured swords with Dunois, I engaged a 
better warrior." 

*'Now Heaven nourish thy judgment, gentle youth," said 
Cr^vecoeur, still laughing at the chivalrous inamorato. " If thou 
speak'st truth, thoa hast had singular luck in this world ; and, 
truly, if it be the pleasure of Providence exposes thee to such 
trials, without a beard on thy lip, thou wilt be mad with vanity 
ere thou writest thyself man. Thou canst not move me to 
anger, though thou mayest to mirth. Believe me, though thou 
maj-est have fought with Princes, and played the champion for 
Countesses, by some of those freaks which Fortune will some- 
times exhibit, thou art by no means the equal of those of whoxn 
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thou hast been either the casaal opponent, or more casual com- 
panion. I can allow thee, like a youth who hath listened to 
romances till he fancied himself a Paladin, to form pretty dreams 
for some time ; but thou must not be angry at a well-meaning 
friend, though he shake thee something roughly by the should- 
ers to awake thee." 

"My Lord of Cr^veccBur," said Quentin, " my family — ** 

" Nay, it was not utterly of faipily that I spoke," said the 
Count ; but of rank, fortune, high station, and so forth, which 
place a distance between various degrees and classes of persons. 
As for birth, all men are descended from Adam and Eve." 

"My Lord Count," repeated Quentin, "my ancestors, the 
Durwards of Glen-houlakin — " 

" Nay," said the Count, " if you claim a farther descent for 
them than from Adam, I have done I Good even to you." 

He reined back his horse, and paused to join the Countess, 
to whom, if possible, his insinuations and advices, however well 
meant, were still more disagreeable than to Quentin, who, as he 
rode on, muttered to himself, " Cold-blooded, insolent, over- 
weening coxcomb ! Would that the next Scottish Archer who 
has his harquebuss pointed at thee may not let thee off so 
easily as I did ! " 

In the evening they reached the town of Charleroi, on the 
Sambre, where the Count of Cr^vecoeur had determined to leave 
the Countess Isabelle, whom the terror and fatigue of yester- 
day, joined to a flight of fifty miles since morning, and the vari- 
ous distressing sensations by which it was accompanied, had 
made incapable of travelling farther with safety to her health. 
The Count consigned her, in a state of great exhaustion, to the 
care of the Abbess of the Cistercian convent in Charleroi, — a 
noble lady, to whom both the families of Cr^vecceur and Croye 
were related, and in whose prudence and kindness he could 
repose confidence. 

Cr^vecoeur himself only stopped to recommend the utmost 
caution to the governor of a small Burgundian garrison, who 
occupied the place, and required him also to mount a guard of 
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honor upon the convent during the residence of the Countess Isa- 
belle, ostensibly to secure her safety, but perhaps secretly to pre- 
vent her attempting to escape. The Count only assigned, as a 
cause for the garrison being vigilant, some vague rumors which 
he had heard of disturbances in the Bishopric of Liege. But he 
was determined himself to be the first who should carry the 
formidable news of the insurrection and the murder of the 
Bishop, in all their horrible reality, to Duke Charles ; and for 
that purpose, having procured fresh horses for himself and 
suite, he mounted with the resolution of continuing his journey 
to Peronne without stopping for repose ; and, informing Quen- 
lin Durward that he must attend him, he made, at the same 
time, a mock apology for parting fair company, but hoped that 
to so devoted a squire of dames a night's journey by moonshine 
would be more agreeable than supinely to yield himself to 
slumber like an ordinary mortal. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

When at length they reached the town of Landrecy, the 
Count, in compassion to the youth, who had now been, in a 
great measure, without sleep for three nights, allowed himself 
and his retinue a halt of four hours, for rest and refreshment. 

Then, travelling on with much more harmony than on the pre- 
ceding day, the little party came at last within two miles of the 
famous and strong town of Peronne, near which the Duke of 
Burgundy's army lay encamped, ready, as was supposed, to 
invade France ; and, in opposition to which, Louis XI. had 
himself assembled a strong force near Saint Maxence, for the 
purpose of bringing to reason his over-powerful vassal. 

The Count of Cr^vecoeur, his retinue, and his prisoner, were 
approaching the fortress about the third hour after noon ; when, 
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riding through the pleasant glades of a large forest, which then 
covered the approach to the town on the east side, they were 
met by two men of rank, as appeared from the number of their 
attendants, dressed in the habits worn in time of peace ; and 
who, to judge from the falcons which they carried on their 
wrists, and the number of spaniels and greyhound^ led by their 
followers, were engaged in the amusement of hawking. But, 
on perceiving Cr^vecoeur, with whose appearance and liveries 
they were sufficiently intimate, they quitted the search which 
they were making for a heron along the banks of a long canal, 
and came galloping towards him. 

"News, news, Count of Cr^vecoBur!" they cried, both 
together; "will you give news, or take news? or will you 
barter fairly?" 

"I would barter fairly, Messires," said Crftvecoeur, after 
saluting them courteously, "did I conceive you had any news 
of importance sufficient to make an equivalent for mine." 

The two sportsmen smiled on each other; and the elder of 
the two, a fine baronial figure, with a dark countenance, marked 
with that sort of sadness which some phj'siognomists ascribe to 
a melancholy temperament, and some, as the Italian statuary 
augured of the visage of Charles I., consider as predicting an 
unhappy death,^ turning to his companion, said, "Cr^vecoeur 
has been in Brabant, the country of commerce, and he has 
learned all its artifices ; he will be too hard for us if we drive a 
bargain." 

" Messires," said Cr^vecoeur, " the Duke ought in justice to 
have the first of my wares, as the Seigneur takes his toll before 
open market begins. But tell me, are your news of a sad or a 
pleasant complexion ? " 

The person whom he particularly addressed was a lively- 

^ De Hymbercourt, or Imbercourt, was put to death by the inhabitants of 
Ghent with the Chancellor of Burgundy, in the year 1477. Mary of Burgundy, 
daughter of Charles the Bold, appeared in mourning in the market-place, and 
with tears besought the life of her servants from her insurgent subjects, but in 
vain. 
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looking man, with an eye of great yivacity, which was corrected 
by an expression of reflection and gravity about the mouth and 
upper lip. This was the famous Knight of Hainault, son of 
CoUart, or Nicolas de I'Elite, known in history, and amongst 
historians, by the venerable name of Philip des Comines, at this 
time close to the person of Duke Charles the Bold,^ and one of 
his most esteemed counsellors. He answered Cr^vecoeur's 
question concerning the complexion of the news of which he 
and his companion, the Baron de Hymberconrt, were the depos- 
itaries. " They were," he said, " like the colors of the rain- 
bow, — various in hue, as they might be viewed from different 
points, and placed against the black cloud or the fair sky. 
Such a rainbow was never seen in France or Flanders, since 
that of Noah's ark." 

"My tidings," replied Cr^veooeur, "are altc^ether like the 
comet, — gloomy, wild, and terrible in themselves, yet to be 
accounted the forerunners of still greater and more dreadful 
evils which are to ensue." 

" We must open our bales," said Comines to his companion, 
"or our market will be forestalled by some new-comers, for 
ours are public news. In one word, Cr^veooenr, listen and 
wonder. King Louis is at Peronne ! " 

" What ! " said the Count, in astonishment ; " has the Duke 
retreated without a battle? and do you remain here in your 
dress of peace, after the town is besieged by the French? — for 
I cannot suppose it taken." 

"No, surely," said D'Hymbercourt, "the banners of Bur- 
gundy have not gone back a foot ; and still King Louis is here." 

"Then Edward of England must have come over the seas 
with his bowmen," said Cr^vecceur, " and, like his ancestors, 
gained a second field of Poietiers." 

" Not so," said Comines. " Not a French banner has been 

borne down, not a sail spread from England, where Edward is 

too much amused among the wives of the citizens of London, 

to think of playing the Black Prince. Hear the extraordinary 

1 See Note I. Philip dea Comines. 
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trath. You know, when you left us, that the conference 
between the commissioners on the parts of France and Bur- 
gundy was broken up, without much apparent chance of recon- 
ciliation." 

" True ; and we dreamt of nothing but war." 

" What has followed has been indeed so like a dream." said 
Comines, '' that I almost expect to awake and find it so. Only 
one day since, the Duke had in council protested so furiously 
against farther delay, that it was resolved to send a defiance to 
the King, and to march forward instantly into France. Toison 
d'Or, commissioned for the purpose, had put on his official 
dress, and had his foot in the stirrup to mount his horse, when 
lo! the French herald Mont-joie rode into our camp. We 
thought of nothing else than that Louis had been beforehand 
with our defiance ; and began to consider how much the Duke 
would resent the advice which had prevented him from being 
the first to declare war. But a council being speedily assem- 
bled, what was our wonder when the herald informed us that 
Louis, King of France, was scarce an hour's riding behind, 
intending to visit Charles, Duke of Burgundy, with a small 
retinue, in order that their differences might be settled at a per- 
sonal interview." 

"You surprise me, Messires," said Cr^veccBur; '*and yet 
you surprise me less than you might have expected ; for, when 
I was last at Plessis-les-Tours, the all-trusted Cardinal Balue, 
offended with his master, and Burgundian at heart, did hint to 
me that he could so work upon Louis' peculiar foibles, as to 
lead him to place himself in such a position with regard to Bur- 
gundy, that the Duke might have the terms of peace of his own 
making. But I never suspected that so old a fox as Louis 
could have been induced to come into the trap of his own 
accord. What said the Burgundian counsellors?" 

"As you may guess," answered D'Hymbercourt ; "talked 
much of faith to be observed, and little of advantage to be 
obtained by such a visit ; while it was manifest they thought 
almost entirely of the last, and were only anxious to find som^ 
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way to reconcile it with the necessary preservation of appear- 
ances." 

" And what said the Duke?" continued the Count of Cr^ve- 
coeur. 

"Spoke brief and bold, as usual," replied Comines. 
" 'Which of you was it,' he asked, 'who witnessed the meet- 
ing of my cousin Louis and me after the battle of Montl'hery,^ 
when I was so thoughtless as to accompany him back within 
the intrenchments of Paris with half a score of attendants, and 
so put my person at the King's mercy ? ' I replied, that most 
of us had been present ; and none could ever forget the alarm 
which it had been his pleasure to give us. 'Well,' said the 
Duke, 'you blamed me for my folly, and I confessed to you 
that I had acted like a giddy-pated boy ; and I am aware, too, 
that my father of happy memory being then alive, my kinsman, 
Louis, would have had less advantage by seizing on my person 
than I might now have by securing his. But, nevertheless, if 
my royal kinsman comes hither on the present occasion, in the 
same singleness of heart under which I then acted, he shall be 
royally welcome. If it is meant by this appearance of confi- 
dence to circumvent and to blind me, till he execute some of 
his politic schemes, by Saint George of Burgundy, let him look 
to it ! ' And so, having turned up his mustaches, and stamped 
on the ground, he ordered us all to get on our horses, and 
receive so extraordinary a guest." ^ 

" And you met the King accordingly?" replied the Count of 
Cr^vecoBur. " Miracles have not ceased ! How was he accom- 
panied ? " 

" As slightly as might be," answered D'Hymbercourt ; " only 
a score or two of the Scottish Guard, and a few knights and 
gentlemen of his household ; among whom his astrologer, Gale- 
otti, made the gayest figure." 

" That fellow," said Cr^vecoeur, " holds some dependence on 

1 See Note K. Meeting of Louis and Charles after the battle of MontVhery, 
3 Louis' visit to Bbronne was preceded by negotiations, and a safe-conduct 

was given in the Duke's own handwriting, which is still in existence. Kirk^s 

Charles the Bold, vol. i., p. 496. 
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the Cardinal Balue. I should not be surprised that he has had 
his share in determining the King to this step of doubtful policy. 
Any nobility of higher rank ? " 

"There are Monsieur of Orleans, and Dunois," replied Co- 
mines. 

"I will have a rouze^ with Dunois," said Cr^vecoeur, "wag 
the world as it will. But we heard that both he and the Duke 
had fallen into disgrace, and were in prison." 

" They were both under arrest in the Castle of Loches, that 
delightful place of retirement for the French nobility," said 
D*Hymbercourt ; "but Louis has released them, in order to 
bring them with him ; perhaps because he cared not to leave 
Orleans behind. For his other attendants, faith, I think his' 
gossip, the Hangman Marshal, with two or three of his retinue, 
and Oliver, his barber, may be the most considerable ; and the 
whole bevy so poorly arrayed, that, by my honor, the King 
resembles most an old usurer, going to collect desperate debts, 
attended by a body of catchpolls." 

" And where is he lodged?" said Crdvecoeur. 

"Nay, that," replied Comines, "is the most marvellous of 
all. Our Duke offered to let the King's Archer Guard have a 
gate of the town, and a bridge of boats over the Somme, and 
to have assigned to Louis himself the adjoining house, belong- 
ing to a wealthy burgess, Giles Orthen ; but, in going thither, 
the King espied the banners of De Lau and Pencil de Riviere, 
whom he had banished from France ; and scared, as it would 
seem, with the thought of lodging so near refugees and malcon- 
tents of his own making, he craved to be quartered in the Cas- 
tle of Peronne, and there he hath his abode accordingly." 

" Why, God ha' mercy ! " exclaimed Cr^vecoeur, " this is not 
only not being content with venturing into the lion's den, but 
thrusting his head into his very jaws. Nothing less than the 
very bottom of the rat-trap would serve the crafty old politi- 
cian ! " 

" And now our news are told, noble Cr^vecoeur, and what 
Jhink you they resemble?" 

^ Feast. 
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" A mine full-charged with gunpowder," answered Cr^ve- 
coeur, '' to which, I fear, it is my fate to bring the kindled lin- 
stock. Your news and mine are like flax and fire, which cannot 
meet without bursting into flame, or like certain chemical 
substances which cannot be mingled without an explosion. 
Friends, gentlemen, ride close by my rein ; and when I tell j-ou 
what has chanced in the Bishopric of Liege, I think you will be 
of opinion that King Louis might as safely have undertaken 
a pilgrimage to the infernal regions, as this ill-timed visit to 
Peronne." 

The two nobles drew up close on either hand of the Count, 
and listened, with half-suppressed exclamations, and gestures 
of the deepest wonder and interest, to his account of the trans- 
actions at Liege and Schonwaldt. Quentin was then called for- 
ward, and examined, and re-examined on the particulars of the 
Bishop's death, until at length he refused to answer any farther 
interrogatories, not knowing wherefore they were asked, or 
what use might be made of his replies. 

They now reached the rich and level banks of the Somme, 
and the ancient walls of the little town of Peronne la Pucelle, 
and the deep green meadows adjoining, now whitened with the 
numerous tents of the Duke of Burgundy's army, amounting to 
about fifteen thousand men. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

Charles of Burgundy, the most hasty and impatient, nay, 
the most imprudent prince of his time, found himself, neverthe- 
less, fettered within the magic circle which prescribed the most 
profound deference to Louis, as his Suzerain and liege Lord, 
who had deigned to confer upon him, a vassal of the crown, the 
distinguished honor of a personal visit. Dressed in his ducal 
mantle, and attended by his great oflScers, and principal knights 
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and nobles, he went in gallant cavalcade, to receive Louis XI. 
His retinue absolutely blazed with gold and silver; for the 
wealth of the Court of England being exhausted by the wars of 
York and Lancaster, and the expenditure of France limited by 
the economy of the Sovereign, that of Burgundy was for the 
time the most magnificent in Europe. The cortege ^ of Louis, 
on the contrary, was few in number, and comparatively mean 
in appearance ; and the exterior of the King himself, in a 
threadbare cloak, with his wonted old high-crowned hat stuck 
full of images, rendered the contrast yet more striking ; and, 
as the Duke, richly attired with the coronet and mantle of state, 
threw himself from his noble charger, and, kneeling on one 
knee, offered to hold the stirrup while Louis dismounted from 
his little ambling palfrc}', the effect was almost grotesque. 

The greeting between the two potentates was, of course, as 
full of affected kindness and compliment as it was totally 
devoid of sincerity. But the temper of the Duke rendered it 
much more difficult for him to preserve the necessary appear- 
ances, in voice, speech, and demeanor ; while in the King, evei-y 
species of simulation and dissimulation seemed so much a part 
of his nature, that those best acquainted with him could not 
have distinguished what was feigned from what was real. 

The demeanor which Louis used towards the Duke was such 
as to resemble the kind overflowing of the heart in a moment of 
sincere reconciliation with an honored and tried friend, from 
whom he had been estranged by temporary circumstances now 
passed away, and forgotten as soon as removed. The King 
blamed himself for not having sooner taken the decisive step, of 
convincing his kind and good kinsman by such a mark of confi- 
dence as he was now bestowing, that the angry passages which 
had occurred betwixt them were nothing in his remembrance, 
when weighed against the kindness which received him when an 
exile from France, and under the displeasure of the King his 
father. He spoke of the Good Duke of Burgundy, as Philip, 
the father of Duke Charles, was currently called, and remem- 
bered a thousand instances of his paternal kindness. 

1 Train of attendants. See Note I. Castle of Peronne, 
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"I think, Cousin," he said, "your father made little differ- 
ence in his affection betwixt you and mc; for I remember, 
when b}' an accident I had bewildered myself in a hunting 
party, I found the Good Duke upbraiding you with leaving me 
in the forest, as if you had been careless of the safety of an 
elder brother." 

The Duke of Burgundy's features were naturally harsh and 
severe ; and when he attempted to smile, in polite acquiescence 
to the truth of what the King told him, the grimace which he 
made was truly diabolical. 

" Prince of dissemblers," he said, in his secret soul, " would 
that it stood with my honor to remind you Iww you have 
requited all the benefits of our House ! " 

Both Princes were happily able to preserve, during the period 
of a banquet at the town-house of Peronne, the same kind of 
conversation, on which they met as on a neutral ground, and 
which, as Louis easily perceived, was more available than any 
other to keep the Duke of Burgundy in that state of composure 
which seemed necessary to his own safety. 

Yet he was alarmed to observe, that the Duke had around 
him several of those French nobles, and those of the highest 
rank, and in situations of great trust and power, whom his own 
severity or injustice had driven into exile ; and it was to secure 
himself from the possible effects of their resentment and re- 
venge, that (as already mentioned) he requested to be lodged 
in the Castle or Citadel of Peronne, rather than in the town 
itself. This was readily granted by Duke Charles, with one of 
those grim smiles, of which it was impossible to say whether it 
meant good or harm to the party whom it concerned. 

Indeed, however rashly Louis had placed himself in a risk, 
which the Duke's fiery temper, and the mutual subjects of ex- 
asperated enmity which subsisted betwixt them, rendered of 
doubtful and perilous issue, never pilot on an unknown coast 
conducted himself with more firmness and prudence. He 
seemed to sound with the utmost address and precision the 
depths and shallows of his rival's mind and temper, and mani- 
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fested neither doubt nor fear, when the result of his experiments 
discovered much more of sunken rocks and of dangerous shoals 
than of safe anchorage. 

At length a day closed, which must have been a wearisome 
one to Louis, from the constant exertion, vigilance, precaution, 
and attention which his situation required, as it was a day of 
constraint to the Duke, from the necessity of suppressing the 
violent feelings to which he was in the general habit of giving 
uncontrolled vent. 

No sooner had the latter retired into his own apartment, after 
he had taken a formal leave of the King for the night, than he 
gave way to the explosions of passion which he had so long 
suppressed, and many an oath and abusive epithet, as his jester 
Le Glorieux said, '' fell that night upon heads which they were 
never coined for," his domestics reaping the benefit of that 
hoard of injurious language which he could not in decency 
bestow on his royal guest, even in his absence, and which was 
yet become too great to be altogether suppressed. The jests of 
the clown had some effect in tranquillizing the Duke's angry 
mood; he laughed loudly, threw the jester a piece of gold, 
caused himself to be disrobed in tranquillity, swallowed a deep 
cup of wine and spices, went to bed, and slept soundly. 

The couch^ ^ of King Louis is more worthy of notice than that 
of Charles ; for the violent expression of exasperated and head- 
long passion, as indeed it belongs more to the brutal than the 
intelligent part of our nature, has little to interest us, in com- 
parison to the deep workings of a vigorous and powerful mind. 

Louis was escorted to the lodgings he had chosen in the Cas- 
tle or Citadel of Peronne, by the Chamberlains and harbingers 
of the Duke of Burgundy, and received at the entrance by a 
strong guard of archers and men-at-arms. 

As he descended from his horse to cross the drawbridge, over 
a moat of unusual width and depth, he looked on the sentinels, 
and observed to Comines, who accompanied him, with other 
Burgundian nobles, " They wear Saint Andrew's crosses, but 
not those of my Scottish Archers." 

1 Retirement to rest. 
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*' You will find them as ready to die in 3'our defence, Sire," 
said the Burgundian, whose sagacious car had detected in the 
King's tone of speech a feeling which doubtless Louis would 
have concealed if he could. " They wear the Saint Andrew's 
Cross as the appendage of the collar of the Golden Fleece, my 
master the Duke of Burgundy's Order." 

'' We were charged by the Duke," said D'Hymbercourt, " to 
bring your Majesty to your lodging. We trust your Majesty 
will permit us to obey our master's command." 

"In this small matter," said the King, "I trust you will 
allow my commnnd to outweigh his, even with you his liege 
subjects. I am something indisposed, my lords, something 
fatigued. Great pleasure hath its toils, as well as great pain. 
I trust to enjoy your society better to-morrow. And yours too^ 
Seignior Philip of Comines. I am told you are the annalist of 
the time ; we that desire to have a name in history must speak 
you fair, for men sfxy 3'Our pen hath a sharp point when 3-oa 
will. Good-night, my lords and gentles, to all and each of 
you." 

The Lords of Burgundy retired, much pleased with the grace 
of Louis' manner, and the artful distribution of his attentions ; 
and the King was left; with only one or two of his own personal 
followers, under the archway of the base-court of the Castle of 
Peronne, looking on the huge tower which occupied one of the 
angles, being in fact the donjon, or principal keep, of the 
palace. 

At the door of the apartments destined for his use, which, 
though of later date than the Tower, were still both ancient and 
gloomy, stood a small party of the Scottish Guard, which the 
Duke, although he declined to concede the point to Louis, had 
ordered to be introduced, so as to be near the person of their 
master. The faithful Lord Crawford was at their head. 

"Crawford, my honest and faithful Crawford," said the 
King, " where hast thou been to-day? Are the Lords of Bur- 
gundy so inhospitable as to neglect one of the bravest and most 
noble gentlemen that ever trode a court? I saw you not at the 
banquet." 
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"I declined it, mj' liege," said Crawford; "times are 
changed with me, and 1 think it concerns your Majesty's service 
to set in this an example to my callants." 

"Thou art ever prudent," said the King; "but surely your 
toil is the less when you have so few men to command? and a 
time of festivity requires not so severe self-denial on your part 
as a tune of danger." 

"If I have few men to command," said Crawford, "I have 
the more need to keep the knaves in fitting condition; and 
whether this business be like to end in feasting or fighting, God 
and your Majesty know better than old John of Crawford." 

" You surely do not apprehend any danger ? " said the King 
hastily, yet in a whisper. 

"Not I," answered Crawford; "I wish I did; for, as old 
Earl Tineman^ used to say, apprehended dangers may be 
always defeated dangers. The word for the night, if your 
Majesty pleases?" 

" Let it be Burgundy, in honor of our host and of a liquor 
that you love, Crawford." 

" I will quarrel with neither Duke nor drink, so called," said 
Crawford, "provided always that both be sound. A good 
night to your Majesty!" 

"A good night, my trusty Scot," said the King, and passed 
on to his apartments. 

At the door of his bedroom Le Balafr6 was placed senti- 
nel. "Follow me hither," said the King, as he passed him; 
and the Archer accordingly, like a piece of machinery put into 
motion by an artist, strode after him into the apartment, and 
remained there fixed, silent, and motionless, attending the royal 
command. 

" Have ^ you heard from that wandering Paladin, your 
nephew?" said the King; " for he hath been lost to us, since, 
like a young knight who had set out upon his first adventures, 
he sent us home two prisoners, as the firstfruits of his chiv- 
ahy." 

^ Loseman Archibald, Earl of Douglas; so called because he always was 
defeated in battle. 
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*' My lord, I heard something of that," said Balafr^, " and I 
hope your Majesty will believe, that if he acted wrongfully, it 
was in no shape by SLuy precept or example, since I never was 
so bold as to unhorse any of your Majesty's most illustrious 
house, better knowing my own condition, and — " 

" Be silent on that point," said the King ; " your nephew did 
his duty in the matter." 

"There indeed," continued Balafr6, *'he had the cue from 
me. ' Quentin,' said I to him, ' whatever comes of it, remem- 
ber you belong to the Scottish Archer-Guard, and do your duty 
whatever comes on't.' " 

" I guess he had some such exquisite instructor," said Louis ; 
"but it concerns me that you answer my first question. Have 
you heard of your nephew of late ? Stand aback, my masters," 
he added, addressing the gentlemen of his chamber, "for this 
concemeth no ears but mine." 

"Surely, please your Majesty," said Balafr6, "I have seen 
this very evening the groom Chariot, whom my kinsman de- 
spatched from Liege, or some castle of the Bishop's which is 
near it, and where he hath lodged the Ladies of Croye in 
safety." 

"Now our Lady of Heaven be praised for it!" said the 
King. ' ' Art thou sure of it ? — sure of the good news ? " 

" As sure as I can be of aught," said Le Balafr^ ; " the fel- 
low, I think, hath letters for your Majesty from the Ladies of 
Croye." 

" Haste to get them," said the King. " Give the harquebuss 
to one of these knaves — to Oliver — to any one. Now our 
Lady of Embrun be praised ! and silver shall be the screen that 
surrounds her high altar ! " 

Louis, in this fit of gratitude and devotion, doffed, as usual, 
his hat, selected from the figures with which it was garnished 
that which represented his favorite image of the Virgin, placed 
it on a table, and, kneeling down, repeated reverently the vow 
he had made. 

The groom, being the first messenger whom Durward had 
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despatched from Schonwaldt, was now introduced with his let- 
ters. They were addressed to the King by the Ladies of Croye, 
and barely thanked him in very cold terms for his courtesy 
while at his Court, and something more warmly for having 
permitted them to retire, and sent them in safety from his 
dominions ; expressions at which Louis laughed very heartily, 
instead of resenting them ; then threw himself into a chair, and 
appearing much exhausted, dismissed the rest of his attendants, 
excepting Oliver alone, who, creeping around with gentle assi- 
duity and noiseless step, assisted him in the task of preparing 
for repose. 

While he received this assistance, the King, unlike to his 
wont, was so silent and passive, that his attendant was struck 
by the unusual change in his deportment. After for a short 
time rendering to the King in silence the services paid by a ser- 
vant to his master at the toilet, the attendant was at length 
tempted to say, with the freedom which his Sovereign's indul- 
gence had permitted him in such circumstances, "Sire, you 
seem as if you had lost a battle ; and yet I, who was near your 
Majesty during this whole day, never knew you fight a field so 
gallantly." 

"Afield!" said King Louis, looking up, and assuming his 
wonted causticity of tone and manner. " Friend Oliver, say I 
have kept the arena in a bull-fight; for a blinder, and more 
stubborn, untameable, uncontrollable brute, than our cousin of 
Burgundy, never existed, save in the shape of a Murcian bull, 
trained for the bull-feasts. Well, let it pass ; I dodged him 
bravely. But, Oliver, rejoice with me that my plans in Flan- 
ders have not taken effect, whether as concerning those two 
rambling Princesses of Croye, or in Liege — you understand 
me?" 

" In faith, I do not. Sire," replied Oliver ; *' it is impossible 
for me to congratulate your Majesty on the failure of your 
favorite schemes, unless you tell me some reason for the change 
in your own wishes and views." 

"Nay," answered the King, " there is no change in either, in 
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a general view. But, Pasques-dieu, 1113' friend, I have this day 
learned more of Duke Charles than I before knew. When he 
was Count de Charolois, in the time of the old Duke Philip and 
the banished Dauphin of France, we drank, and hunted, and 
rambled together, and many a wild adventure we have had. 
And in those days I had a decided advantage over him, like 
that which a strong spirit naturally assumes over a weak one. 
But he has since changed, — has become a dogged, daring, 
assuming, disputatious dogmatist, who nourishes an obvious 
wish to drive matters to extremities, while he thinks he has the 
game in his own hands. I was compelled to glide as gently 
away from each offensive topic, as if I touched red-hot iron. 
I did but hint at the possibility of those erratic Countesses 
of Croye, ere they attained Liege (for thither I frankly con- 
fessed that, to the best of my belief, they were gone), fall- 
ing into the hands of some wild snapper upon the frontiers, 
and, PasqueS'dieu ! you would have thought I had spoken of 
sacrilege. It is needless to tell 3'ou what he said, and quite 
enough to say, that I would have held my head's safety very 
insecure, if, in that moment, accounts had been brought of the 
success of thy friend, William with the Beard, in his and thy 
honest scheme of bettering himself by marriage." 

*' And he is, doubtless, as jealous of any disturbances in the 
good town of Liege ? " asked the favorite. 

'' As much, or much more so," replied the King, " as your 
understanding may easily anticipate ; but, ever since I resolved 
on coming hither, my messengers have been in Liege, to re- 
press, for the present, every movement to insurrection; and 
my very busy and bustling friends, Rouslaer and Pavilion, have 
orders to be quiet as a mouse until this happy meeting between 
my cousin and me is over." 

"Judging, then, from your Majesty's account," said Oliver, 
dryly, '' the utmost to be hoped from this meeting is, that it 
should not make your condition worse ? Surely this is like the 
crane that thrust her head into the fox's mouth, and, was glad^ 
to thank her good fortune that it was not bitten off. Yet your 
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Majesty seemed deeply obliged even now to the sage philoso- 
pher who encouraged you to play so hopeful a game." 

" No game," said the King, sharply, " is to be despaired of 
until it is lost, and that I have no reason to expect it will be in 
my own ease. On the contrary, if nothing occurs to stir the 
rage of this vindictive madman, I am sure of victory ; and, 
surely, I am not a little obliged to the skill which selected for 
my agent, as the conductor of the Ladies of Croye, a youth 
whose horoscope so far corresponded with mine, that he hath 
saved me from danger, even by the disobedience of my own 
commands, and, taken the route which avoided Dc la ^larck's 
ambuscade." 

"Your Majesty," said Oliver, "ma}' find many agents who 
will serve you on the terms of acting rather after then* own 
pleasure than 3'our instructions." 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

The preceding chapter was designed as a retrospect which 
might enable the reader fully to understand the terms upon 
which the King of France and the Duke of Burgundy stood 
together, when the former, moved, partly perhaps by his belief 
in astrology, which was represented as favorable to the issue of 
such a measure, and in a great measure doubtless by the con- 
scious superiority of his own powers of mind over those of 
Charles, had adopted the extraordinary, and upon any other 
ground altogether inexplicable, resolution of committing his 
person to the faith of a fierce and exasperated enemy. 

On the following morning after the King's arrival, there was 
a general muster of the troops of the Duke of Burgundy, which 
were so numerous and so excellently appointed, that, perhaps, 
he was not sorry to have an opportunity of displaying them 
before his great rival. 
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Louis himself labored diligently, but at the same time cau- 
tiously, to make interest with the Duke's chief officers and 
advisers, employing for that purpose the usual means of famil- 
iar and frequent notice, adroit flatter}-, and liberal presents ; 
not, as he represented, to alienate their faithful services from 
their noble master, but that they might lend their aid in pre- 
serving peace betwixt France and Burgundy, — an end so 
excellent in itself, and so obviously tending to the wellare of 
both countries, and of the reigning Princes of either. 

The notice of so great and so wise a 'King was in itself a 
mighty bribe ; promises did much, and direct gifts, which the 
customs of the time permitted the Burgundian courtiers to 
accept without scruple, did still more. During a boar-hunt in 
the forest, while the Duke, eager alwa^'s upon the immediate 
object, whether business or pleasure, gave himself entirely up 
to the ardor of the chase, Louis, unrestrained by his presence, 
sought and found the means of speaking secretly and separately 
to many of those who were reported to have most interest with 
Charles, among whom D'Hymbercourt and Comines were not 
forgotten; nor did he fail to mix up the advances which he 
made towards those two distinguished persons with praises of 
the valor and military skill of the first, and of the profound 
sagacity and literary talents of the future historian of the 
period. 

One man alone the King missed, whom he had been particu- 
larly desirous of conciliating, and that was the Count de Cr^ve- 
coeur, whose firmness, during his conduct as Envoy at Plessis, 
far from exciting Louis' resentment, had been viewed as a rea- 
son for making him his own if possible. 

The Court upon this occasion dined in the forest when the 
hour of noon arrived, as was common in those great hunting- 
parties ; an arrangement at this time particularly agreeable to 
the Duke, desirous as he was to abridge that ceremonious and 
deferential solemnity with which he was otherwise under the 
necessity of receiving King Louis. 

Upon returning to Peronne, King Louis found a banquet pre- 
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pared with such a profusion of splendor and magnificence, as 
became the wealth of his formidable vassal, possessed as he was 
of almost all the Low Countries, then the richest portion of 
Europe. 

Tiel Wetzweiler, called Le Glorieux, was by no means a 
jester of the common stamp. He was a tall, fine-looking man, 
excellent at many exercises, which seemed scarce reconcilable 
with mental imbecility, because it must have required patience 
and attention to attain them. He usually followed the Duke to 
the chase and to the fight; and at Montl'hery, when Charles 
was in considerable personal danger, wounded in the throat, and 
likely to be made prisoner by a French knight who had hold of 
his horse's rein, Tiel Wetzweiler charged the assailant so for- 
cibly, as to overthrow him and disengage his master. Perhaps 
he was afraid of this being thought too serious a service for a 
person of his condition, and that it might excite him enemies 
among those knights and nobles who had left the care of then* 
master's person to the court-fool. At any rate, he chose rather 
to be laughed at than praised for his achievement, and made 
such gasconading boasts of his exploits in the battle, that most 
men thought the rescue of Charles was as ideal as the rest of 
his tale ; and it was on this occasion he acquired the title of Le 
Glorieux (or the boastfld) , by which he was ever afterwards 
distinguished. 

To this person Charles, and Louis, in imitation of his host, 
often addressed themselves during the entertainment ; and both 
seemed to manifest, by hearty laughter, their amusement at the 
answers of Le Glorieux. 

^^ Whose seats be those that are vacant?" said Charles to the 
jester. 

''One of those at least should be mine by right of succession, 
Charles," replied Le Glorieux. 

" Why so, knave?" said Charles. 

" Because they belong to the Sieur D'Hymbercourt and Des 
Comines, who are gone so far to fly their falcons, that they have 
forgot their supper. They who ^vould rather look at a kite on 
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the wing than a pheasant on the board, are of kin to the fool, 
and he should succeed to the stools, as a part of their movable 
estate." 

"That is but a stale jest, my friend Tiel," said the Duke; 
"but, fools or wise men, here come the defaulters." 

As he spoke, Comines and D'Hymbercourt entered the room, 
and, after having made their reverence to the two Princes, 
assumed in silence the seats which were left vacant for them. 

"What, ho! sirs," exclaimed the Duke, addressing them; 
" your sport has been either very good or very bad, to lead jou 
so far and so late. Sir Philip des Comines, you are dejected ; 
hath D'Hymbercourt won so heavy a wager on you? You are 
a philosopher, and should not grieve at bad fortune. By Saint 
George ! D'Hymbercourt looks as sad as thou dost. How now, 
sirs? Have you found no game, or have you lost your falcons, 
or has a witch crossed your way, or has the Wild Huntsman^ met 
you in the forest? By my honor, you seem as if you were come 
to a funeral, not a festival." 

While the Duke spoke, the eyes of the company were all 
directed towards D'Hymbercourt and Des Comines; and the 
embarrassment and dejection of their countenances, neither 
being of that class of persons to whom such expression of 
anxious melancholy was natural, became so remarkable, that 
the mirth and laughter of the company, which the rapid circu- 
lation of goblets of excellent wine had raised to a considerable 
height, was gradually hushed ; and without being able to assign 
any reason for such a change in their spirits, men spoke in 
whispers to each other, as on the eve of expecting some strange 
and important tidings. 

"What means this silence, Messires?" said the Duke, elevat- 
ing his voice, which was naturally harsh. " If you bring these 
strange looks, and this stranger silence into festivity, we shall 
wish you had abode in the marshes, seeking for herons, or 
rather for woodcocks and howlets." 

" My gracious Lord," said Des Comines, " as we were about 
1 The laiuous apparition. 
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to return hither from the forest, we met the Count of Cr^ve- 
ccBur." 

" How ! " said the Duke ; " already returned from Brabant? 
but he found all well there, doubtless?'* 

" The Count himself will presently give your Grace an 
account of his news," said D'Hymbercourt, ''which we have 
heard but imperfectly." 

"Bod}' of me, where is the Count?" said the Duke. 

" He changes his dress, to wait upon j'our Highness," an- 
swered D'Hymbercourt. 

"His dress ! Saint bleu!" exclaimed the impatient Prince ; 
" what care I for his dress ! I think you have conspired with 
him to drive me mad." 

" Or rather, to be plain," said Des Comines, " he wishes to 
conununicate these news at a private audience." 

" Teste-dieu! my Lord King," said Charles, " this is ever the 
way our counsellors serve us. If thej' have got hold of aught 
which they consider as important for our ear, they look as 
grave upon the matter, and are as proud of their burden, as an 
ass of a new pack-saddle. Some one bid Crdvecoeur come to 
us directly ! He comes from the frontiers of Liege, and we, at 
least " (he laid some emphasis on the pronoun) , " have np secrets 
in that quarter which we would shun to have proclaimed before 
the assembled world." 

At length Cr^vecoeur entered, and was presently saluted by 
the hurried question of his master : ' ' What news from Liege 
and Brabant, Sir Count? The report of your arrival has 
chased mirth from our table ; we hope your actual presence will 
bring it back to us." 

"M3' liege and master," answered the Count, in a firm but 
melancholy- tone, " the news which I bring you are fitter for the 
council board than the feasting table." 

"Out with them^ man, if they were tidings from Antichrist ! " 
said the Duke ; "but I can guess them, — the Liegeois are again 
in mutiny." 

" They are, my lord," said Cr^vecoeur, very gravely. 
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" L'ook there, man," said the Duke ; " I have hit at once on 
what you had been so much afraid to mention to me ; the hare- 
brained burghers are again in arms. It could not be in better 
time, for we may at present have the advice of our own Suze- 
rain," bowing to King Louis, with eyes which spoke the most 
bitter, though suppressed resentment, "to teach us how such 
mutineers should be dealt with. Hast thou more news in thy 
packet? Out with them, and then answer for yourself, why you 
went not forward to assist the Bishop." 

" My lord, the farther tidings are heavy for me to tell, and 
will be afflicting to you to hear. No aid of mine, or of living 
chivalr}^ could have availed the excellent prelate. William de 
la Marck, united with the insurgent Liegeois, has taken his 
Castle of Schonwaldt, and murdered him in his own hall." 

^''Murdered Mm!** repeated the Duke, in a deep and low 
tone, but which nevertheless was heard from the one end of the 
hall in which they were assembled to the other; ''thou hast 
been imposed upon, Cr^vecoeur, by some wild report ; it is im- 
possible ! " 

" Alas, my lord ! " said the Count ; " I have it from an eye- 
witness, an Archer of the King of France's Scottish Guard, who 
was in the hall when the murder was committed by William de 
la Marck's order." 

" And who was doubtless aiding and abetting in the horrible 
sacrilege," said the Duke, starting up and stamping with his 
foot with such fury, that he dashed in pieces the footstool which 
was placed before him. "Bar the doors of this hall, gentle- 
men ; secure the windows ; let no stranger stir from his seat, 
upon pain of instant death ! Gentlemen of my chamber, draw 
your swords." And turning upon Louis, he advanced his own 
hand slowly and deliberately to the hilt of his weapon, while 
the King, without either showing fear or assuming a defensive 
posture, only said : 

" These news, fair cousin, have staggered your reason." 

" No ! " replied the Duke, in a terrible tone ; " but they have 
awakened a just resentment, which I have too long suffered to 
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be stifled by trivial considerations of circumstance and place. 
Murderer of thy brother I Rebel against thy parent ! Tyrant over 
thy subjects! Treacherous ally! Perjured King! Dishonored 
gentleman ! Thou art in my power, and I thank God for it." 

" Rather thank my folly," said the King ; " for when we met 
on equal terms at Montrhery, methinks you wished yourself 
farther from me than you are now." 

The Duke still held his hand on the hilt of his sword, but 
refrained to draw his weapon, or to strike a foe who offered no 
sort of resistance which could in any wise provoke violence. 

Meanwhile, wild and general confusion spread itself through 
the hall. The doors were now fastened and guarded by order 
of the Duke ; but several of the French nobles, few as they 
were in number, started from their seats, and prepared for the 
defence of their sovereign. Louis had spoken not a word, 
either to Orleans or Dunois since they were liberated from 
restraint at the Castle of Loches, if it could be termed libera- 
tion, to be dragged in King Louis' train, objects of suspicion 
evidently, rather than of respect and regard ; but, nevertheless, 
the voice of Dunois was first heard above the tumult, address- 
ing himself to the Duke of Burgundy. " Sir Duke, you have 
forgotten that you are a vassal of France, and that we, your 
guests, are Frenchmen. If you lift a hand against our Mon- 
arch, prepare to sustain the utmost effects of our despair ; for, 
credit me, we shall feast as high with the blood of Burgundy, 
as we have done with its wine. Courage, my Lord of Orleans ; 
and you, gentlemen of France, form yourselves round Dunois, 
and do as he does ! " 

It was in that moment when a king might see upon what 
tempers he could certainty rely. The few independent nobles 
and knights who attended Louis, most of whom had only re- 
ceived from him frowns or discountenance, unappalled by the 
display of infinitely superior force, and the certainty of de- 
struction in case they came to blows, hastened to array them- 
selves around Dunois, and led by him, to press towards the 
head of the table where the contending Princes were seated. 
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On the contrary, the tools and agents whom Louis had dragged 
forward out of their fitting and natural places, into importance 
which was not due to them, showed cowardice and cold heart, 
and, remaining still in their seats, seemed resolved not to pro- 
voke theu- fate b}' intermeddling, whatever might become of 
their benefactor. 

The first of the more generous party was the venerable Lord 
Crawford, who, with an agility which no one would have ex- 
pected at his yeai-s, forced his way through all opposition (which 
was the less violent, as many of the Burgundians, either from a 
point of honor, or a secret inclination to prevent Louis' impend- 
ing fate, gave way to him) , and threw himself boldly between 
the King and the Duke. He then placed his bonnet, from which 
his white hair escaped in dishevelled tresses upon one side of 
his head, his pale cheek and withered brow colored, and his 
aged e^^e lightened with all the fire of a gallant who is about to 
dare some desperate action. His cloak was flung over one 
shoulder, and his action intimated his readiness to wrap it 
about his left arm, while he unsheathed his sword with his right. 

" I have fought for his father and his grandsire ; " that was 
all he said, " and, by Saint Andrew, end the matter as it will, 
I will not fail hun at this pinch." 

What has taken some time to narrate, happened, in fact, with 
the speed of light ; for so soon as the Duke assumed his threat- 
ening posture, Crawford had thrown himself betwixt him and 
the object of his vengeance ; and the French gentlemen, draw- 
ing together as fast as they could, were crowding to the same 
point. 

The Duke of Burgundy still remained with his hand on his 
sword, and seemed in the act of giving the signal for a general 
onset, which must necessarily have ended in the massacre of 
the weaker party, when Cr^vecoeur rushed forward, and ex- 
claimed in a voice like a trumpet : ' ' My liege Lord of Bur- 
gundy, beware what 3'ou do ! This is your hall ; you are the 
King's vassal; do not spill the blood of your guest on your 
hearth, the blood of your Sovereign on the throne you have 



QUENTIN DURWABD. 235 

erected for him, and to which he came under your safeguard ; 
for the sake of your house's honor, do not attempt to revenge 
one horrid murder by another yet worse I " 

" Out of my road, Cr^vecoeur," answered the Duke, " and 
let my vengeance pass ! Out of my path ! The wrath of kings 
is to be dreaded like that of Heaven." 

" Only when, like that of Heaven, it is Just^" answered 
CrdvecoBur, firmly. " Let me praj' of you, my lord, to rein the 
violence of your temper, however justly offended. And for 
you, m}" Lords of France, where resistance is unavailing, let 
me recommend 3'ou to forbear whatever may lead towards 
bloodshed." 

^^ He is right," said Louis, whose coolness forsook him not 
in that dreadful moment, and who easily foresaw, that if a 
brawl should commence, more violence would be dared and 
done in the heat of blood, than was likely to be attempted if 
peace were preserved. " My cousin Orleans, kind Dunois, and 
you, m}' trusty Crawford, bring not on ruin and bloodshed by 
taking offence too hastily. Our cousin the Duke is chafed at 
the tidings of the death of a near and loving friend, the ven- 
erable Bishop of Liege, whose slaughter we lament as he does. 
Ancient and, unhappily, recent subjects of jealousy, lead him 
to suspect us of having abetted a crime which our bosom abhors. 
Should our host murder us on this spot — us, his King and his 
kinsman, under a false impression of our being accessory to 
this unhappy accident, our fate will be little lightened, but, on 
the contrary, greatly aggravated by your stirring. Therefore, 
stand back, Crawford ! Were it my last word, I speak as a 
King to his officer, and demand obedience. Stand back, and 
if it is required, yield up your sword. I conunand you to do 
so, and 3'our oath obliges you to obey." 

The Duke stood with his eyes fixed on the ground for a con- 
siderable space, and then said, with bitter irony, "Crdvecoeur, 
you say well ; and it concerns our honor that our obligations to 
this great King, our honored and loving guest be not so hastily 
adjusted, as in our hasty anger we had at first proposed. We 
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will SO act that all Europe shall acknowledge the justice of our 
proceedings. Gentlemen of France, you must render up your 
arms to my oflScers ! Your master has broken the truce, and 
has no title to take farther benefit of it. In compassion, how- 
ever, to 3'our sentiments of honor, and in respect to the rank 
which he hath disgraced, and the race from which he hath 
degenerated, we ask not our cousin Louis' sword." 

" Not one of us," said Dunois, " will resign our weapon, or 
quit this hall, unless we ore assured of at least our King's 
safety, in life and limb." 

"Nor will a man of the Scottish Guard," exclaimed Craw- 
ford, '^ lay down his arms, save at the command of the King 
of France, or his High Constable." 

" Brave Dunois," said Louis, " and you, my trusty Crawford, 
your zeal will do me injury instead of benefit. I trust," he 
added with dignity, '^ in my rightflil cause, more than in a vain 
resistance, which would but cost the lives of my best and brav- 
est. Give up your swords! The noble Burgundians, who 
accept such honorable pledges, will be more able than you are 
to protect both you and me. Give up your swords I It is I 
who command you." 

It was thus that, in this dreadful emergency, Louis showed 
the promptitude of decision and clearness of judgment which 
alone could have saved his life. 

" Hold, gentlemen," said the Duke, in a broken voice, as one 
whom passion had almost deprived of utterance, "retain your 
swords ; it is sufficient you promise not to use them. And you, 
Louis of Valois, must regard yourself as my prisoner, until 
you are cleared of having abetted sacrilege and murder. Have 
him to the castle. Have him to Earl Herbert's tower. Let 
him have six gentlemen of his train to attend him, such as he 
shall choose. My Lord of Crawford, your guard must leave 
the castle, and shall be honorably quartered elsewhere. Up 
with every drawbridge, and down with every portcullis. Let 
the gates of the town be trebly guarded. Draw the floating- 
bridge to the right-hand side of the nver. Bring round the 
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Castle my baud of Black Walloons, and treble the sentinels on 
every post ! You, D'Hymbercourt, look that patrols of horse 
and foot make the round of the town every half -hoar during the 
night, and every hour during the next day, if indeed such ward 
shall be necessar}- after daybreak, for it is like we may be sud- 
den in this matter. Look to the person of Louis, as you love 
your life ! " 

He started from the table in fierce and moody haste, darted 
a glance of mortal enmity at the King, and rushed out of the 
apartment. 

"Sirs," said the King, looking with dignity around him, 
" grief for the death of his ally hath made your Prince frantic. 
I trust you know better your duty, as knights and noblemen, 
than to abet him in his treasonable violence against the person 
of his liege lord." 

At this moment was heard in the streets the sound of drums 
beating and horns blowing, to call out the soldiery in every 
direction. 

" We are," said Ci'^vecoeur, who acted as the Marshal of the 
Duke's household, " subjects of Burgundy, and must do our 
duty as such. Our hopes and prayers, and our efforts, will not 
be wanting to bring about peace and union between your Majesty 
and our liege Lord. Meantime, we must obey his commands. 
These other lords and knights will be proud to contribute to the 
convenience of the illustrious Duke of Orleans, of the brave 
Dunois, and the stout Lord Crawford. I myself must be your 
Majesty's chamberlain, and bring you to your apartments in 
other guise than would be my desire, remembering the hospi- 
tality of Plessis. You have only to choose your attendants, 
whom the Duke's commands limit to six." 

" Then," said the King, looking around him, and thinking 
for a moment, "I desire the attendance of Oliver le Dain ; of a 
private of m}' Life-Guard called Balafr^, who may be unarmed, 
if you will ; of Tristan I'Hermite, with two of his people ; and 
my right loyal and trusty philosopher, Martius Galeotti." 

"Your Majesty's will shall be complied with in all points," 
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said the Count de Cr^vecoeur. " Galeotti," he added, after a 
moment's inquiry, "is, I understand, at present supping in 
some buxom company, but he shall instantly be sent for ; the 
others will obey your Majesty's conmiand upon the instant." 

" Forward, then, to the new abode, which the hospitality ot 
our cousin provides for us," said the King. " We know it is 
strong, and have only to hope it may be in a corresponding 
degree safe." * 



CHAPTER XXVn. 

Forty men-at-arms, carrying alternately naked swords and 
blazing torches, served as the escort, or rather the guard, of 
King Louis, from the town-hall of Peronne to the Castle ; and 
as he entered within its darksome and gloomy strength, it 
seemed as if a voice screamed in his ear that warning which the 
Florentine ^ has inscribed over the portal of the infernal regions, 
" Leave all hope behind." 

Meanwhile, the Seneschal, hastily summoned^ was turning 
with laborious effort the ponderous key which opened the reluc- 
tant gate of the huge Gothic Keep, and was at last fain to call 
for the assistance of one of Cr^vecoeur's attendants ; while he 
formally apologized to the King, that the State-hall had not 
been put in order, such was the hurry of the notice sent to him ; 
and adding, that, in truth, the apartment had not been in use 
for twenty years, and rarely before that time, so far as ever he 
had heard, since the time of King Charles the Simple. 

"King Charles the Simple!" echoed Louid ; "I know the 

history of the Tower now. He was here murdered by his 

treacherous vassal, Herbert, Earl of Vermandois. So say our 

annals. I knew there was something concerning the Castle of 

1 Note M. 3 Dante. 
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Peronne which dwelt on my mind, though I could not recall the 
circumstance. Here^ then, my predecessor was slain ! *' 

" Not here, not exactly here, and please your Majesty," said 
the old Seneschal, stepping with the eager haste of a cicerone, 
who shows the curiosities of such a place. '' Not here^ but in the 
side chamber a little onward, which opens from your Majesty's 
bedchamber." 

He hastily opened a wicket at the upper end of the hall, 
which led into a bedchamber, small, as is usual in those old 
buildings ; but, even for that reason, rather more comfortable 
than the waste hall through which they had passed. Some 
hasty preparations had been here made for the King's accom- 
modation. Arras had been tacked up, a fire lighted in the rusty 
grate, which had been long unused, and a pallet laid down for 
those gentlemen who were to pass the night in his chamber, as 
was then usual. 

The Count de Cr^vecoeur took his leave ; and shortly after 
they could hear the noise of the sentinels moving to their posts, 
accompanied with the word of command from the officers, and 
the hasty tread of the guards who were relieved. At length all 
became still, and the only sound which filled the air was the 
sluggish murmur of the river Somme, as it glided, deep and 
muddy, under the walls of the castle. 

" Go into the hall, my mates," said Louis to his train ; " but 
do not lie down to sleep. Hold yourselves in readiness, for 
there is still something to be done to-night, and that of mo- 
ment." 

Oliver and Tristan retired to the hall accordingly, in which 
Le Balafr6 and the Provost-Marshal's two officers had remained 
when the others went to the bedchamber. 

Meanwhile, their master underwent, in the retirement of his 
secret chamber, agonies that might have atoned for some of 
those which had been imposed by his command. He paced the 
room with short and unequal steps, often stood still and clasped 
his hands together, and gave loose, in short, to agitation, which, 
in public, he had found himself able to suppress so successfully. 



240 QUBNTIN DURWARD. 

At length, pausing and wringing his hands, he planted himself 
opposite to the wicket-door, which had been pointed out by old 
Mornay as leading to the scene of the murder of one of his 
predecessors, and gradually gave voice to his feelings in a 
broken soliloquy. 

" Charles the Simple — Charles the Simple I — what will pos- 
terity call the Eleventh Louis, whose blood will probably soon 
refresh the stains of thine? Louis the Fool, Louis the Drivel- 
ler, Louis the Infatuated — are all terms too slight to mark the 
extremity of my idiocy ! To think these hot-headed Liegeois, 
to whom rebelUon is as natural as their food, would remain 
quiet — to dream that the Wild Beast of Ardennes would for a 
moment be interrupted in his career of force and bloodthirsty 
brutality — to suppose that I could use reason and arguments 
to any good purpose with Charles of Burgundy, until I had 
tried the force of such exhortations with success upon a wild 
bull ! Fool and double idiot that I was ! But the villain Mar- 
tius shall not escape. He has been at the bottom of this, — he 
and the vile priest, the detestable Balue.^ If I ever get out of 
this danger, I will tear from his head the Cardinal's cap, though 
I pull the scalp along with it ! But the other traitor is in my 
hands. I am yet King enough — have yet an empire roomy 
enough — for the punishment of the quack-salving, word-mon- 
gering, star-gazing, lie-coining impostor, who has at once made 
a prisoner and a dupe of me ! The conjunction of the constel- 
lations — ay, the conjunction. He must talk nonsense which 
would scarce gull a thrice-sodden sheep's-head, and I must be 
idiot enough to think I understood him ! But we shall see pres- 
ently what the conjunction hath really boded. But first let me 
to my devotions." ^ 

When the first light of dawn penetrated the ancient Grothic 
chamber, the King summoned Oliver to his presence, who found 

1 Note N. Balue. 

^ Louis was so sensitive to any allusions to his rashness in placing himself 
in the power of Charles, that after his return to Paris he ordered all starlings 
or tame magpies that said " Peronne " to be destroyed. — MonstreleU 
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the Monarch sitting in his nightgown, and was astonished at 
the alteration which one night of mortal anxiety had made in 
his looks. He would have expressed some anxiety on the sub- 
ject, but the King silenced him by entering into a statement of 
the various modes by which he had previously endeavored to 
foim friends at the Court of Burgundy, and which Oliver was 
charged to prosecute as soon as he should be permitted to stir 
abroad. 

And never was that wily minister more struck with the clear- 
ness of the King's intellect, and his intimate knowledge of all 
the springs which influence human actions, than he was during 
that memorable consultation. 

About two hours afterwards, Oliver accordingly obtained per- 
mission from the Count de Cr^vecoeur to go out and execute 
the commissions which his master had intrusted him with ; and 
Louis, sending for the Astrologer, in whom he seemed to have 
renewed his faith, held with him, in like manner, a long consul- 
tation, the issue of which appeared to give him more spirits and 
confidence than he had at first exhibited ; so that he dressed 
himself, and received the morning compliments of Cr^vecoeur 
with a calmness at which the Burgundian Lord could not help 
wondering, the rather that he had already heard that the Duke 
had passed several hours in a state of mind which seemed to 
render the King's safety very precarious. 

If the night passed by Louis was carefully anxious and agi- 
tated, that spent by the Duke of Burgundy, who had at no time 
the same mastery over his passions, and, indeed, who permitted 
them almost a free and uncontrolled dominion over his actions, 
was still more disturbed. 

According to the custom of the period, two of his principal 
and most favored counsellors, D'Hymbercourt and Des Comines, 
shared his bedchamber, couches being prepared for them near 
the bed of the prince. Their attendance was never more 
necessar}' than upon this night, when, distracted by sorrow, by 
passion, by the desire of revenge, and by the sense of honor 
which forbade him to exercise it upon Louis in his present con- 
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ditioQ, the Duke's mind resembled a volcano in eruption, which 
throws forth all the different contents of the mountain, mingled 
and molten into one burning mass. 

He refused to throw off his clothes, or to make any prepara- 
tion for sleep ; but spent the night in a succession of the most 
violent bursts of passion. 

Another day and night passed in the same stormy and fitful 
deliberations, or rather rapid transitions of passion; for the 
Duke scarcely ate or drank, never changed his dress, and, alto- 
gether, demeaned himself like one in whom rage niight terminate 
in insanity. By degrees he became more composed, and began 
to hold, from time to time, consultations with his ministers, in 
which much was proposed, but nothing resolved on. Comines 
assures us, that at one time a courier was mounted in readiness 
to depart for the purpose of summoning the Duke of Normandy ; 
and in that event, the prison of the French monarch would 
probably have been found, as in similar cases, a brief road to 
his grave.^ 

In the course of the third day, the Count of Campo-basso 
brought his Italian wit to assist the counsels of Charles ; and 
well was it for Louis that he had not arrived when the Duke 
was in his first fury. Immediately on his arrival, a regular 
meeting of the Duke's counsellors was convened, for consider- 
ing the measures to be adopted in this singular crisis. 

On this occasion, Campo-basso gave his opinion, couched in 
the apologue of the Traveller, the Adder, and the Fox; and 
reminded the Duke of the advice which Reynard gave to the 
man, that he should crush hi^ mortal enemy, now that chance 
had placed his fate at his disposal. Des Comines, who saw the 
Duke's eyes sparkle at a proposal which his own violence of 
temper had already repeatedly suggested, hastened to state the 
possibility, that Louis might not be, in fact, so directly acces- 
sory to the sanguinary action which had been committed at 
Schonwaldt ; that he might be able to clear himself of the im- 
putation laid to his charge, and perhaps to make other atone- 
1 See Note O. Philip des Comines, 
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meut for the distractions which his intrigues had occasioned in 
the Duke's dominions, and those of his allies ; and that an act 
of violence perpetrated on the King was sure to bring, both on 
France and Burgundy, a train of the most unhappy conse- 
quences, among which not the least to be feared was, that the 
English might avail themselves of the commotions and civil 
discord which must needs ensue, to repossess themselves of 
Normandy and Guyenne, and renew those dreadful wars which 
had only and with diflSculty been terminated by the union of 
both France and Burgundy against the common enemy. Finally, 
he confessed that he did not mean to urge the absolute and free 
dismissal of Louis ; but only that the Duke should avail him- 
self no farther of his present condition, than merely to estab- 
lish a fair and equitable treaty between the countries, with such 
security on the King's part, as should make it difficult for him 
to break his faith, or disturb the internal peace of Burgundy in 
the future. D'Hymbercourt, Cr^vecoeur, and others signified 
their reprobation of the violent measures proposed by Campo- 
basso, and their opinion, that in the wa}^ of treaty more per- 
manent advantages could be obtained, and in a manner more 
honorable for Burgundy, than by an action which would stain 
her with a breach of faith and hospitality. 

The Duke listened to these arguments with his looks fixed on 
the ground, and his brows so knitted together as to bring his 
bushy eyebrows into one mass. But when Cr^vecoeur proceeded 
to say that he did not believe Louis either knew of, or was acces- 
sory to, the atrocious act of violence committed at Schonwaldt, 
Charles raised his head, and darting a fierce look at his coun- 
sellor, exclaimed : " Have you too, Cr^vecoBur, heard the gold 
of France clink ? Methinks it rings in my councils as merrily 
as ever the bells of Saint Dennis. Dare any one sa}^ that Louis 
is not the f omenter of these feuds in Flanders ? " 

"My gracious lord," said Cr^vecoeur, "my hand has ever 
been more conversant with steel than with gold ; and so far am 
I from holding that Louis is free from the charge of having 
caused the disturbances in Flanders, that it is not long since, 
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in the face of his whole Court, I charged him with that breach 
of faith, and offered him defiance in your name. But although 
his intrigues have been doubtless the original cause of these 
commotions, I am so far from believing that he authorized the 
death of the Archbishop, that I believe one of his emissaries 
publicly protested against it; and I could produce the man, 
were it your Grace's pleasure to see him." 

" It is our pleasure," said the Duke. " Saint George ! can 
you doubt that we desire to act justly ? Even in the highest 
flight of our passion, we are known for an upright and a just 
judge. We will see France ourself ; we will ourself charge 
him with our wrongs, and ourself state to him the reparation 
which we expect and demand. Break up the council, and dis- 
miss yourselves. I will but change my dress, as this is scarce 
a fitting trim in which to wait on my most gracious Sovereign.*' 

With a deep and bitter emphasis on the last expression, the 
Duke arose, and strode out of the room. 

" Louis' safety, and, what is worse, the honor of Burgundj', 
depend on a cast of the dice," said D'Hymbercourt to Cr^ve- 
coeur and to Des Comines. "Haste thee to the Castle, Des 
Comincs ; thou hast a better filed tongue than either CrdveccBur 
or I. Explain to Louis what storm is approaching; he will 
best know how to pilot himself. 1 trust this Life-Guardsman 
will say nothing which can aggravate ; for who knows what may 
have been the secret commission with which he was charged?" 

"The young man," said Cr^vecoeur, "seems bold, yet pru- 
dent and wary far beyond his years. In all which he said to 
me, he was tender of the King's character, as of that of the 
Prince whom he serves. I trust he will be equally so in the 
Duke's presence. I must go seek him, and also the young 
Countess of Croye." 

"The Countess! You told us you had left her at Saint 
Bridget's nunnery." 

" A}', but I was obliged," said the Count, " to send for her 
express, by the Duke's orders ; and she has been brought hither 
on a litter, as being unable to travel otherwise. She was in a 
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state of the deepest distress, both on account of the uncer- 
taint}' of the fate of her kinswoman, the Lady Hameline, and 
the gloom which overhangs her own, guilty as she has been of 
a feudal delinquency, in withdrawing herself from the protec- 
tion of her liege lord, Duke Charles, who is not the person in 
the world most likely to view with indifference what trenches 
on his scigncrial rights." 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

On the perilous and important morning which preceded the 
meeting of the two Princes in the Castle of Peronne, Oliver 
le Dain did his master the service of an active and skilful agent, 
making interest for Louis in every quarter, both with presents 
and promises ; so that when the Duke's anger should blaze forth, 
all around should be interested to smother, and not to increase, 
the conflagration. 

Where Oliver suspected his own presence or arguments might 
be less acceptable, he employed that of other servants of the 
King ; and it was in this manner that he obtained, by the favor 
of the Count de Cr^vecoeur, an interview betwixt Lord Craw- 
ford, accompanied by Le Balafr6, and Quentin Durward, who, 
since he had arrived at Peronne, had been detained in a sort of 
honorable confinement. Private afiairs were assigned as the 
cause of requesting this meeting ; but it is probable that Cr^ve- 
coeur, who was afraid that his master might be stirred up in 
passion to do something dishonorably violent towards Louis, 
was not sorry to afford an opportunity to Crawford to give 
some hints to the young Archer, which might prove useful to 
his master. 

The meeting between the countrymen was cordial, and even 
affecting. 

''Thou art a singular youth," said Crawford, stroking the 
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head of young Durward, as a grandsire might do that of his 
descendant. *' Certes, you have had as meikle good fortune as 
if you had been born with a luckj'-hood on your head.^' 

"All comes of his gaining an archer's place at such early 
years," said Le Balafr6. " 1 never was so much talked of, fair 
nephew, because I was five-and-twenty years old before I was 
more than a page." 

" And an ill-looking mountainous monster of a page thou 
wert, Ludovic," said the old commander, " with a beard like a 
baker's shool,^ and a back like old Wallace Wight." 

'' I fear,'' said Quentin, with downcast eyes, " I shall enjoy 
that title to distinction but a short time, siace it is my purpose 
to resign the service of the Archer-Guard." 

"Young man," said Crawford, " I partly guess your mean- 
ing. You have met foul play on the road where you travelled 
by the King's command, and you think you have reason to 
charge him with being the author of it." 

" I have been threatened with foul play in the execution of 
the King's commission," answered Quentin ; " but I have had 
the good fortune to elude it, — whether his Majesty be innocent 
or guilty in the matter, I leave to God and his own conscience. 
He fed me when I was a-hungered, received me when I was a 
wandering stranger. I will never load him in his adversity with 
accusations which may indeed be unjust, since 1 heard them 
only from the vilest mouths." 

" 'My dear boy, my own lad ! " said Crawford, taking him in 
his arms. "Ye think like a Scot, every joint of you! Like 
one that will forget a cause of a quarrel with a friend whose 
back is already at the wall, and remember nothing of him but 
his kindness." 

"Your Honor may say your pleasure," answered Ludovic 
Lesly ; " but, by my faith, second-sighted Saunders Souplejaw, 
the town-souter of Glenhoulakin, was worth Gallotti, or Galli- 
potty, or whatever ye call him, twice told, for a prophet. He 
foretold that all my sister's children would die some day ; and 

^ Shovel. 
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he foretold it in the very hour that the youngest was bom, and 
that is this lad Quentin, who, no doubt, will one day die, to 
make up the prophecy — the more's the pity — the whole curney 
of them is gone but himself. And Saunders foretold to myself 
one day, that I should be made by marriage, which doubtless 
will also happen in due time, though it hath not yet come to 
pass ; though how or when, I can hardly guess, as I care not 
myself for the wedded state, and Quentin is but a lad. Also, 
Saunders predicted — 

" Nay," said Lord Crawford, " unless the prediction be sin- 
gularly to the purpose, I must cut you short, my good Ludovic ; 
for both you and I must now leave your nephew, with prayers 
to Our Lady to strengthen him in the good mind he is in ; for 
this is a case in which a light word might do more mischief than 
all the Parliament of Paris could mend. My blessing with you, 
my lad ; and be in no huiTy to think of leaving our body ; for 
there will be good blows going presently in the eye of day, and 
no ambuscade." 

" And my blessing too, nephew," said Ludovic Lesly ; '' for, 
since you have satisfied our most noble captain, I also am satis- 
fied, as in duty bound." 

"Stay, my lord," said Quentin, and led Lord Crawford a 
little apart from his uncle. " I must not forget to mention, 
that there is a person besides in the world, who, having learned 
from me these circumstances, which it is essential to King 
Louis' safety should at present remain concealed, may not think 
that the same obligation of secrecy, which attaches to me as the 
King's soldier, and as having been relieved by his bounty, is at 
all binding on her." 

" On Aer /" replied Crawford ; " nay, if there be a woman in 
the secret, the Lord ha' mercy, for we are all on the rocks 
again ! " 

"Do not suppose so, my lord," replied Durward, " but use 
your interest with the Count de Cr^vecoeur to permit me an 
interview with the Countess Isabelle of Croye, who is the party 
possessed of my secret, and I doubt not that I can persuade 
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her to be as silent as I shall unquestionably myself remain, con- 
cerning whatever may incense the Duke against King Louis." 

The old soldier mused for a long time — looked up to the ceil- 
ing, then down again upon the floor, then shook his head, and 
at length said, ''There is something in all this, which, by my 
honor, I do not understand. The Countess Isabelle of Croye ! 
an interview with a lady of her birth, blood, and possessions ! 
and thou a raw Scottish lad, so certain of carrying thy point 
with her? Thou art either strangely confident, my young 
friend, or else you have used your time well upon the journey. 
But, by the Cross of Saint Andrew ! I will move Cr^vecoeur in 
thy behalf ; and, as he truly fears that Duke Charles may be 
provoked against the King, to the extremity of falling foul, I 
think it likely he may grant thy request, though, by my honor, 
it is a comical one ! " 

So saying, and shrugging up his shoulders, the old Lord left 
the apartment, followed by Ludovic Lesly, who, forming his 
looks on those of his principal, endeavored, though knowing 
nothing of the cause of his wonder, to look as mysterious and 
important as Crawford himself. 

In a few minutes Crawford returned, but without his attend- 
ant, Le Balafr^. The old man seemed in singular humor, 
laughing and chuckling to himself in a manner which strangely 
distorted his stern and rigid features, and at the same time 
shaking his head, as at something at which he could not help 
condemning, while he found it irresistibly ludicrous. "My 
certes, countryman," said he, "but you are not blate^; you 
will never lose fair lady for faint heart ! Cr^vecoeur swallowed 
your proposal as he would have done a cup of vinegar, and 
swore to me roundly, by all the saints in Burgundy, that, were 
less than the honor of princes and the peace of kingdoms at 
stake, you should never see even so much as the print of the 
Countess Isabelle's foot on the- clay. Were it not that he had 
a dame, and a fair one, I would have thought that he meant to 
break a lance for the prize himself. Perhaps he thinks of his 

1 Modest. 
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nephew, the County Stephen. A Countess! would no less 
serve you to be minting at? But come along; your interview 
with her must be brief. But I fancy you know how to make 
most of little time — ho ! ho ! ho ! By my faith, I can hardly 
chide thee for the presumption, I have such a good will to laugh 
at it ! " 

With a brow like scarlet, at once offended and disconcerted 
by the blunt inferences of the old soldier, and vexed at behold- 
ing in what an absurd light his passion was viewed by every 
person of experience, Durward followed Lord Crawford in 
silence to the Ursuline convent, in which the Countess was 
lodged, and in the parlor of which he found the Count de Cr^ve- 
coBur. 

" So, young gallant," said the latter, sternly, " you must see 
the fair companion of your romantic expedition once more, it 
seems?" 

"Yes, my Lord Count," answered Quentin, firmly; "and 
what is more, I must see her alone." 

"That shall never be," said the Count de Cr^vecoBur. 
"Lord Crawford, I make you judge. This young lady, the 
daughter of my old friend and companion in arms, the richest 
heiress in Burgundy, has confessed a sort of a — what was I 
going to say ? — in short, she is a fool, and your man-at-arms 
here a presumptuous coxcomb. In a word, they shall not meet 
alone." 

" Then will I not speak a single word to the Countess in 
your presence," said Quentin, much delighted. "You have 
told me much that I did not dare, presumptuous as I ma}' be, 
even to hope." 

"Ay, truly said, my friend," said Crawford. "You have 
been imprudent in your communications ; and, since you refer 
to me, and there is a good stout grating across the parlor, I 
would advise you to trust to it, and let them do the worst with 
their tongues. What, man ! the life of a King, and many thou- 
sands besides, is not to be weighed with the chance of two 
young things whill3'-whawing in ilk other's ears for a minute." 
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So saying, he dragged off Cr^vecoeur, who followed very 
reluctantly, and cast many angry glances at the young Archer 
as he left the room. 

In a moment after, the Countess Isabelle entered on the other 
side of the grate, and no sooner saw Quentin alone in the par- 
lor, than she stopped short, and cast her eyes on the ground for 
the space of half a minute. "Yet why should I be ungrateful," 
she said, '' because others are unjustly suspicious? My friend, 
— my preserver, I may almost say, so much have I been beset 
by treachery — my only faithful and constant friend ! " 

As she spoke thus, she extended her hand to him through the 
grate, nay, suffered him to retain it until he had covered it with 
kisses, not unmingled with tears. She only said, ''Durward, 
were we ever to meet again, I would not permit this folly." 

If it be considered that Quentin had guarded her .through so 
many perils — that he had been, in truth, her only faithful and 
zealous protector, perhaps my fair readers, even if countesses 
and heiresses should be of the number, will pardon the deroga- 
tion. 

But the Countess extricated her hand at length, and stepping 
a pace back from the grate, asked Durward, in a very embar- 
rassed tone, what boon he had to ask of her? " For that you 
have a request to make, I have learned from the old Scottish 
Lord, who came here but now with m}' cousin of Cr^vecoeur. 
Let it be but reasonable," she said, " but such as poor Isabelle 
can grant with duty and honor uninfringed, and you cannot tax 
my slender powers too highly. But, oh ! do not speak hastily ; 
do not say," she added, looking around with timidity, *' aught 
that might, if overheard, do prejudice to us both I " 

''Fear not, noble lady," said Quentin, sorrowfully; "it is 
not here that I can forget the distance which fate has placed 
between us, or expose you to the censures of your proud kin- 
dred, as the object of the most devoted love to one, poorer and 
less powerful, not perhaps less noble than themselves. Let 
that pass like a dream of the night to all but one bosom, where, 
dream as it is, it will fill up the room of all existing realities^" 
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**Hushl hush!" said Isabelle ; "for 3-our own sake, — for 
mine, — be silent on such a theme. Tell me rather what it is 
you have to ask of me." 

"Forgiveness to one," replied Quentin, "who, for his own 
selfish views, hath conducted himself as your enemy." 

" I trust I forgive all my enemies," answered Isabelle ; " but 
oh, Durward ! through what scenes have your courage and pres- 
ence of mind protected me! Yonder bloody hall — the good 
Bishop ! I knew not till yesterday half the horrors I had un- 
consciously witnessed ! " 

"Do not think on them," said Quentin, who saw the tran- 
sient color which had come to her cheek during their conference 
fast fading into the most deadly paleness. " Do not look back, 
but look steadily forward, as they needs must who walk in a 
perilous road. Hearken to me. King Louis deserves nothing 
better at your hand, of all others, than to be proclaimed the 
wily and insidious politicfan which he really is. But to tax 
him as the encourager of your flight, stiU more as the author of 
a plan to throw you into the hands of De la Marck, will at this 
moment produce perhaps the King's death or dethronement; 
and, at all events, the most bloody war between France and 
Burgundy which the two countries have ever been engaged in." 

" These evils shall not arrive for my sake, if they can be pre- 
vented," said the Countess Isabelle ; " and indeed your slight- 
est request were enough to make me forego my revenge, were 
that at any time a passion which I deeply cherish. Is it possi- 
ble I would rather remember King Louis' injuries, than your 
invaluable services ? Yet how is this to be ? When I am called 
before my Sovereign, the Duke of Burgundy, I must either 
stand silent, or speak the truth. The former would be contu- 
macy ; and to a false tale you will not desire me to train my 
tongue." 

"Surely not," said Durward; "but let your evidence con- 
cerning Louis be confined to what you yourself positively know 
to be truth ; and when you mention what others have reported, 
no matter how credibly, let it be as reports only, and beware of 
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pledging your own personal evidence to that, which, though you 
may fully believe, you cannot personally know to be true. The 
assembled Council of Burgundy cannot refuse to a monarch the 
justice which in my countrj' is rendered to the meanest person 
under accusation. They must esteem him innocent until direct 
and sufficient proof shall demonstrate his guilt. Now, what 
does not consist with your own certain knowledge should be 
proved by other evidence than your report from hearsay." 

'^ I think I understand you," said the Countess IsabeUe. 

^^ I will make my meaning plainer," said Quentln ; and was 
illustrating it accordingly by more than one instance, when the 
convent-bell tolled. 

'^ That/' said the Countess, '^ is a signal that we must part — 
part for ever ! But do not forget me, Durward ; I will never 
forget you ; your faithful services — " 

She could not speak more, but again extended her hand, 
which was again pressed to his lips; and I know not how it 
was, that, in endeavoring to withdraw her hand, the Countess 
came so close to the grating, that Quentin was encouraged to 
press the adieu on her lips. The young lady did not chide 
him — perhaps there was no time ; for Crdvecoeur and Crawford, 
who had been from some loop-hole e^^e- witnesses, if not ear- 
witnesses also, of what was passing, rushed into the apartment, 
the first in a towering passion, the latter laughing, and holding 
the Count back. 

"To your chamber, young mistress, to your chamber!" 
exclaimed the Count to IsabeUe, who, flinging down her veil, 
retired in all haste, " which should be exchanged for a cell, and 
bread and water. And you, gentle sir, who are so malapert, 
the time will come when the interests of kings and kingdoms 
may not be connected with such as you are ; and you shall then 
learn the penalty of your audacity in raising your beggarly 
eyes — " 

" Hush ! hush ! enough said ; rein up ! rein up ! " said the old 
Lord; "and you, Quentin, I command- you be silent, and be- 
gone to your quarters. There is no such room for so much 
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scorn neither, Sir Count of Crdveeoeur, that I must say now he 
is out of hearing. Quentin Durward is as much a gentleman as 
the King ; only, as the Spaniard says, not so rich. He is as 
noble as myself, and I am chief of my name. Tush, tush ! 
man, you must not speak to us of penalties/' 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

At the first toll of the bell, which was to summon the great 
nobles of Burgundy together in council, with the very few 
French peers who could be present on the occasion, Duke 
Charles, followed by a part of his train, armed with partisans 
and battle-axes, entered the Hall of Herbert's Tower, in the 
Castle of Peronne. King Louis, who had expected the visit, 
arose and made two steps towards the Duke, and then remained 
standing with an air of dignity, which, in spite of the meanness 
of his dress, and the familiarity of his ordinarj^ manners, he 
knew very well how to assume when he judged it necessary. 

When the Duke, in a hoarse and broken tone, said something 
of the scarcity of his accommodations, he answered with a 
smile, that he could not complain, since he had as yet found 
Herbert's Tower a better residence than it had proved to one of 
his ancestors. 

" They told you the tradition then?" said Charles. "Yes, 
here he was slain ; but it was because he refused to take the 
cowl, and finish his days in a monastery." 

" The more fool he," said Louis, affecting unconcern, " since 
he gained the torment of being a martjT, without the merit of 
being a saint." 

" I come," said the Duke, " to pray your Majesty to attend 
a high council, at which things of weight are to be deliberated 
upon concerning the welfare of France and Burgundy. You 
will presently meet them — that is, if such be your pleasure — " 
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" Nay, my fair cousin," said the King, '' never strain cour 
tesy so far, as to entreat what you may so boldly command. 
To council, since such is your Grace's pleasure. We are some- 
what shorn of our train," he added, looking upon the small 
suite that arranged themselves to attend him, '^ but you, cousin, 
must shine out for us both." 

Marshalled by Toison d'Or, chief of the heralds of Burgundy, 
the Princes left the Earl Herbert's Tower, and entered the 
castle-yard, which Louis observed was filled with the Duke's 
bodj'-guard and men-at-arms, splendidly accoutred, and drawn 
up in martial array. Crossing the court, they entered the 
Council-hall, which was in a much more modern part of the 
building than that of which Louis had been the tenant, and, 
though in disrepair, had been hastily arranged for the solemnity 
of a iDublic council. Two chairs of state were erected under the 
same canopy, that for the King being raised two steps higher 
than the one which the Duke was to occupy; about twenty 
of the chief nobility sat, arranged in due order, on either hand 
of the chair of state ; and thus, when both the Princes were 
seated, the person for whose trial, as it might be called, the 
council was summoned, held the highest place, and appeared to 
preside in it. 

It was perhaps to get rid of this inconsistency, and the scru- 
ples which might have been inspired by it, that Duke Charles, 
having bowed slightlj' to the royal chair, bluntly opened the sit- 
ting with the following words : — 

*' My good vassals and councillors, it is not unknown to you 
what disturbances have arisen in our territories, both in our 
father's time and in our own, from the rebellion of vassals 
against superiors, and subjects against their princes. And 
lately, we have had the most dreadful proof of the height to 
which these evils have arrived in our case, by the scandalous 
flight of the Countess Isabelle of Croye, and her aunt the Lady 
Hameline, to take refuge with a foreign power, thereby renounc- 
ing their fealty to us, and inferring the forfeiture of their fiefs ; 
and in another more dreadful and deplorable instance, by the 
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Bacrilegious and bloody murder of our beloved brother and ally 
the Bishop of Liege, and the rebellion of that treacherous city, 
which was but too mildly punished for the last Insurrection. 
We have been informed that these sad events may be traced, 
not merely to the inconstancy and folly of women, and the pre- 
sumption of pampered citizens, but to the agency of foreign 
power, and the interference of a mighty neighbor, from whom, 
if good deeds could merit any return in kind. Burgundy could 
have expected nothing but the most sincere and devoted friend- 
ship. If this should prove truth," said the Duke, setting his 
teeth, and pressing his heel against the ground, ^^ what consid- 
eration shall withhold us (the means being in our power) from 
taking such measures, as shall effectually, and at the very 
source, close up the main spring from which these evils have 
yearly flowed on us? " 

The Duke had begun his speech with some calmness, but he 
elevated his voice at the conclusion ; and the last sentence was 
spoken in a tone which made all the councillors tremble, and 
brought a transient fit of paleness across the King's cheek. He 
instantly recalled his courage, however, and addressed the 
council in his turn, in a tone evincing so much ease and compo- 
sure, that the Duke, though he seemed desirous to interrupt or 
stop him, found no decent opportunity to do so. 

" Nobles of France and of Burgundy," he said, " Knights of 
the Holy Spirit and of the Golden Fleece ! since a King must 
plead his cause as an accused person, he cannot desire more 
distinguished judges, than the flower of nobleness, and muster 
and pride of chivalry. Our fair cousin of Burgundy hath but 
darkened the dispute between us, in so far as his courtesy has 
declined to state it in precise terms. I, who have no cause for 
observing such delicacy, nay, whose condition permits me not 
to do so, crave leave to speak more precisely. It is to Us, my 
lords — to Us, his liege Lord, his kinsman, his ally, that un- 
happy circumstances, perverting our cousin's clear judgment 
and better nature, have induced him to apply the hateful 
charges of seducing his vassals from their allegiance, stirring 
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up the people of Liege to revolt, and stimulating the outlawed 
William de la Marck to commit a most cruel and sacrilegious 
murder. Nobles pf France and Burgundy, I might truly appeal 
to the circumstances in which I, now stand, as being in them- 
selves a complete contradiction of such an accusation ; for is it 
to be supposed that, having the sense of a rational being left 
me, I should have thrown myself unreservedly into the power 
of the Duke of Burgundy, while I was practising treachery 
against him, such as could not fail to be discovered, and which, 
being discovered, must place me, as I now stand, in the power 
of a justly exasperated prince ? The folly of one who should 
seat himself quietly down to repose on a mine, after he had 
lighted the match which was to cause instant explosion, would 
have been wisdom compared to mine. I have no doubt that, 
amongst the perpeti-ators of those horrible treasons at Schon- 
waldt, villains have been busy with my name ; but am I to be 
answerable, who have given them no right to use it? If two 
silly women, disgusted on account of some romantic cause of 
displeasure, sought refuge at my Court, does it follow that they 
did so by my direction ? It will be found, when inquired into, 
that, since honor and chivalry forbade my sending them back 
prisoners to the Court of Burgundy, — which I think, gentle- 
men, no one who wears the collar of these Orders would sug- 
gest, — that I came as nearly as possible to the same point, by 
placing them in the hands of the venerable father in God who 
is now a saint in heaven." (Here Louis seemed much affected, 
and pressed his kerchief to his eyes.) "In the hands, I say, 
of a member of mj' own family, and still more closely united 
with that of Burgundy, whose situation, exalted condition in the 
church, and, alas ! whose numerous virtues, qualified him to be 
the protector of these unhappy wanderers for a little while, and 
the mediator betwixt them and their liege Lord. I say, there- 
fore, the only circumstances which seem, in my brother of Bur- 
gundy's hasty view of this subject, to argue unworthy suspicions 
against me, are such as can be explained on the fairest and 
most honorable motives, and I say, moreover, that no one par- 
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tide of credible evidence can be brought to support the injurious 
charges which have induced my brother to alter his friendly 
looks towards one who came to him in full confidence of friend- 
ship, have caused him to turn his festive hall into a court of 
justice, and his hospitable apartments into a prison." 

" My lord, my lord," said Charles, breaking in as soon as 
the King paused, " for your being here at a time so unluckily 
coinciding with the execution of your projects, I can only ac- 
count by supposing, that those who make it their trade to 
impose on others do sometimes egregiously delude themselves. 
The engineer is sometimes killed by the springing of his own 
petard. For what is to follow, let it depend on the event of 
this solemn inquiry. Bring hither the Countess Isabella of 
Croye ! " 

As the young lady was introduced, supported on the one side 
by the Countess of Cr^vecoeur, who had her husband's com- 
mands to that effect, and on the other by the Abbess of the 
Ursuline convent, Charles exclaimed, with his usual harshness 
of voice and manner, "Soh! sweet princess — you who could 
scarce find breath to answer us when we last laid our just and 
reasonable commands on j^ou, yet have had wind enough to run 
as long a course as ever did hunted doe — what think you of 
the fair work you have made between two great Princes, and 
two mighty countries, that have been like to go to war for your 
baby face?" 

The publicity of the scene, and the violence of Charles's man- 
ner, totally overcame the resolution which Isabelle had formed 
of throwing herself at the Duke's feet, and imploring him to 
take possession of her estates, and permit her to retire into a 
cloister. She stood motionless, like a terrified female in a 
storm, whe hears the thunder roll on every side of her, and 
apprehends, in every fresh peal, the bolt which is to strike her 
dead. The Countess of Cr^vecoeur, a woman of spirit equal to 
her birth and to the beauty which she preserved even in her 
matronly years, judged it necessary to interfere. " My Lord 
Duke," she said, " my fair cousin is under my protection, I 
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know better than your Grace how women should be treated, and 
we will leave this presence instantly, unless you use a tone and 
language more suitable to our rank and sex." 

The Duke burst out into a laugh. " CrftvecoBur," he said, 
*' thy tameness hath made a lordly dame of thy Countess ; but 
that is no affair of mine. Give a seat to yonder simple girl, to 
whom, so far from feeling enmity, I design the highest grace 
and honor. Sit down, mistress, and tell us at your leisure 
what fiend possessed you to fly from your native country, and 
embrace the trade of a damsel adventurous." 

With much pain, and not without several interruptions, Isa- 
belle confessed, that, being absolutely determined against a 
match proposed to her by the Duke of Burgundy, she had 
indulged the hope of obtaining protection of the Court of 
France. 

"And under protection of the French Monarch," said 
Charles. "Of that, doubtless, you were well assured?" 

" I did indeed so think myself assured," said the Countess 
Isabelle, "otherwise I had not taken a step so decided." — 
Here Charles looked upon Louis with a smile of inexpressible 
bitterness, which the King supported with the utmost firmness, 
except that his lip grew something whiter than it was wont to 
be. — "But my information concerning King Louis' intentions 
towards us," continued the Countess, after a short pause, " was 
almost entirely derived from my unhappy aunt, the Lady Hame- 
line, and her opinions were formed upon the assertions and 
insinuations of persons whom I have since discovered to be the 
vilest traitors and most faithless wretches in the world." She 
then stated, in brief terms, what she had since come to learn of 
the treachery of Marthon, and of Hayraddin Maugrabin ; and 
added, that she " entertained no doubt that the elder Maugra- 
bin, called Zamet, the original adviser of their fiight, was capa- 
ble of every species of treachery, as well as of assuming the 
character of an agent of Louis without authority." 

There was a pause while the Countess continued her story, 
which she prosecuted, though very briefly, from the time she 
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left the territories of Burgundy, in company with her aunt, 
until the storming of Schonwaldt, and her final surrender to the 
Count of Cr^vecoeur. All remained mute after she had finished 
her brief and broken narrative, and the Duke of Burgundy bent 
his fierce dark eyes on the ground, like one who seeks for a pre- 
text to indulge his passion, but finds none sufficiently plausible 
to justify himself in his own eyes. " The mole," he said at 
length, looking upwards, "winds not his dark subterraneous 
path beneath our feet the less certainly, that we, though con- 
scious of his motions, cannot absolutely trace them. Yet I 
would know of King Louis, wherefore he maintained these 
ladies at his Court, had they not gone thither by his own invi- 
tation." 

" I did not so entertain them, fair cousin," answered the 
King. "Out of compassion, indeed, I received them in pri- 
vacy, but took an early opportunit}' of placing them under the 
protection of the late excellent Bishop, your own allj-, and who 
was (may God assoil him !) a better judge than I, or any secu- 
lar prince, how to reconcile the protection due to the fugitives, 
with the duty which a king owes to his ally, from whose domin- 
ions the}^ have fled. I boldly ask this 3'oung lady, whether my 
reception of them was cordial, or whether it was not, on the 
contrary, such as made them express regret that they had made 
my Court their place of refuge ? " 

" So much was it otherwise than cordial," answered the 
Countess, " that it induced me, at least, to doubt how far it was 
possible that your Majesty should have actually given the invi- 
tation of which we had been assured, by those who called them- 
selves 3'our agents ; since, supposing them to have proceeded 
only as they were duly authorized, it would have been hard to 
reconcile j^our Majesty's conduct with that to be expected from 
a king, a knight, and a gentleman." 

The Countess turned her eyes to the King as she spoke, with 
a look which was probably intended as a reproach, but the 
breast of Louis was armed against all such artillery. On the 
contrary, waving slowly his expanded hands, and looking 
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around tho circle, he seemed to make a triumphant appeal to 
all present, upon the testimony borne to his innocence in the 
Countess's reply. 

Burgundy, meanwhile, cast on him a look which seemed to 
say, that if in some degree silenced, he was as far as ever from 
being satisfied, and then said abruptl}' to the Countess, " Me- 
thinks, fair mistress, in this account of 3'our wanderings, you 
have forgot all mention of certain love-passages. So, ho! 
blushing already ? Certain knights of the forest, by whom 3'our 
quiet was for a time interrupted. Well, that incident hath 
come to our ear, and something we may presently form out of 
it. Tell me, King Louis, were it not well, before this vagrant 
Helen of Troy, or of Croye, set more kings by the ears, were it 
not well to carve out a fitting match for her? " 

King Louis, though conscious what ungrateful proposal was 
likely to be made next, gave a calm and silent assent to what 
Charles said ; but the Countess herself was restored to courage 
by the very extremity of her situation. She quitted the arm of 
the Countess of Cr^vecceur, on which she had hitherto leaned, 
came forward timidly, yet with an air of dignit}^ and kneeling 
before the Duke's throne, thus addressed him: "Noble Duke 
of Burgundy, and my liege Lord ; I acknowledge my fault in 
having withdrawn myself from your dominions without your 
gracious permission, and will most humbly acquiesce in any 
penalty 3'ou are pleased to impose. I place my lands and cas- 
tles at your rightful disposal, and pray you only of your own 
bount}^ and for the sake of my father's memorj^ to allow the 
last of the line of Croye, out of her large estate, such a moder- 
ate maintenance as may find her admission into a convent for 
the remainder of her life." 

"What think 3'ou, Sire, of the young person's petition to 
us?" said the Duke, addressing Louis. 

" As of a holy and humble motion," said the King, " which 
doubtless comes from that grace which ought not to be resisted 
or withstood." 

"The humble and lowly shall be exalted," said Charles. 
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" Arise, Countess Isabelle ; we mean better for you than 3'ou 
have devised for 3'our8elf. We mean neither to sequestrate 
3'our estates, nor to abase your honors, but, on the contrary, 
will add largel}' to both." 

''Alas! my lord," said the Countess, continuing on her 
knees,' "it is even that well-meant goodness which I fear still 
more than your Grace's displeasure, since it compels me — " 

"Saint George of Burgundy!" said Duke Charles, "is our 
will to be thwarted, and our commands disputed, at every turn ? 
Up, I say, minion, and withdraw for the present; when we 
have time to think of thee, we will so order matters, that, 
Teste-Saint-Gris I you shall either obey us, or do worse." 

Notwithstanding this stern answer, the Countess Isabelle 
remained at his feet, and would probabl}', by her pertinacity^ 
have driven him to say upon the spot something yet more 
severe, had not the Countess of Cr^vecoeur, who better knew 
that Prince's humor, interfered to raise her young friend, and 
to conduct her from the hall. 

Quentin Durward was now summoned to appear, and pre- 
sented himself before the King and Duke with that freedom, 
distant alike from bashful reserve and intrusive boldness, which 
becomes a youth at once well-born and well-nurtured, who 
gives honor where it is due, but without permitting himself to 
be dazzled or confused by the presence of those to whom it is 
to be rendered. His uncle had furnished him with the means 
of again equipping himself in the arms and dress of an Archer 
of the Scottish Guard, and his complexion, mien, and air suited 
in an uncommon degree his splendid appearance. At the com- 
mand of the Duke, sanctioned by that of Louis, Quentin com- 
menced an account of his journey with the Ladies of Croye to 
the neighborhood of Liege, premising a statement of King 
Louis' instructions, which were, that he should escort them 
safely to the Castle of the Bishop. 

" And you obeyed my orders accordingly," said the King. 

" I did. Sire," replied the Scot. 

" You omit a circumstance," said the Duke. " You were set 
upon in the forest by two wandering knights." 
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*' It does not become me to remember or to proclaim such an 
incident," said the youth, blushing ingenuously. 

" But it doth not become me to forget it," said the Duke of 
Orleans. "This youth discharged his commission manfully, 
and maintained his trust in a manner that I shall long remem- 
ber. Come to my apartment, Archer, when this matter is' over, 
and thou shalt find I have not forgot thy brave bearing, while I 
am glad to see it is equalled by thy modesty." 

"And come to mine," said Dunois. "I have a helmet for 
thee, since I think I owe thee one." Quentin bowed low to 
both, and the examination was resumed. At the command ot 
Duke Charles, he produced the written instructions which he 
had received for the direction of his journey. 

"Did you follow these instructions literally, soldier?" said 
the Duke. 

"No, if it please your Grace," replied Quentin. "They 
directed me, as you may be pleased to observe, to cross the 
Maes near Namur, whereas I kept the left bank, as being both 
the nigher and the safer road to Liege." 

" And wherefore that alteration? " said the Duke. 

" Because I began to suspect the fidelity of my guide," an- 
swered Quentin. 

" Now mark the questions I have next to ask thee," said the 
Duke. " Reply truly to them, and fear nothing from the re- 
sentment of any one. But if you palter or double in your 
answers, I will have thee hung alive in an iron chain from the 
steeple of the market-house, where thou shalt wish for death 
for many an hour ere he comes to relieve you!" 

There was a deep silence ensued. At length, having given 
the youth time, as he thought, to consider the circumstances in 
which he was placed, the Duke demanded to know of Durward, 
who his guide was, by whom supplied, and wherefore he had 
been led to entertain suspicion of him ? To the first of these 
questions, Quentin Durward answered, by naming Hayraddin 
Maugrabin, the Bohemian ; to the second, that the guide had 
been recommended by Tristan THermite ; and in reply to the 
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third point, he mentioned what had happened in the Franciscan 
convent, near Namur; how the Bohemian had been expelled 
from the holy house ; and how, jealous of his behavior, he had 
dogged him to a rendezvous with one of William de la Marck's 
lanzknechts, where he overheard them arrange a plan for sur- 
prising the ladies who were under his protection. 

" Now, hark thee," said the Duke, " and once more remem- 
ber thy life depends on thy veracity : did these villains mention 
their having this King's — I mean this very King Louis of 
France's authority, for their scheme of surprising the escort, 
and carrying away the ladies?" 

" If such infamous fellows had said so," replied Quentin, " I 
know not how I should have believed them, having the word of 
the King himself to place in opposition to theirs." 

Louis, who had listened hitherto with most earnest attention, 
could not help drawing his breath deeply, when he heard Dur- 
ward*s answer, in the manner of one from whose bosom a heavy 
weight had been at once removed. The Duke again looked dis- 
concerted and moody; and, returning to the charge, questioned 
Quentin still more closely, whether he did not understand, from 
these men's private conversation, that the plots which they 
meditated had King Louis' sanction? 

*'I repeat, that I heard nothing which could authorize me to 
say so," answered the young man, who, though internally con- 
vinced of the King's accession to the treachery of Hayraddin, 
yet held it contrary to his allegiance to bring forward his own 
suspicions on the subject ; " and if I liad heard such men make 
such an assertion, I again say, that I would not have given 
their testimony weight against the instructions of the King him- 
self." 

"Thou art a faithM messenger," said the Duke, with a 
sneer ; " and I venture to say, that in obeying the King's in- 
structions, thou hast disappointed his expectations in a manner 
that thou mightest have smarted for, but that subsequent events 
have made thy bull-headed fidelity seem like good service." 

"I understand you not, my lord," said Quentin Durward; 
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" all I know is, that my master King Louis sent me to protect 
these ladies, and that I did so aceordingl}', to the extent of my 
ability, both in the journey to Schonwaldt, and through the sub- 
sequent scenes which took place. I understood the instructions 
of the King to be honorable, and I executed them honorably ; 
had they been of a different tenor, they would not have suited 
one of my name or nation." 

" Fier comme un Ecossois" ^ said Charles, who, however dis- 
appointed at the tenor of Durward's reply, was not unjust 
enough to blame him for his boldness. " But hark thee, 
Archer, what instructions were those that made thee, as some 
sad fugitives from Schonwaldt have informed us, parade the 
streets of Liege, at the head of those mutineers, who afterwards 
cruelly murdered their temporal Prince and spiritual Father? 
And what harangue was it which thou didst make after that 
murder was committed, in which you took upon you, as agent 
for Louis, to assume authority among the villains who had just 
perpetrated so great a crime? " 

" My lord," said Quentin, "there are many who could tes- 
tify, that I assumed not the character of an envoy of France in 
the town of Liege, but had it fixed upon me by the obstinate 
clamors of the people themselves, who refused to give credit to 
any disclamation which I could make. It is, no doubt, true, 
that I did, in the extremity of danger, avail myself of the influ- 
ence which my imputed character gave me, to save the Coun- 
tess Isabelle, to protect my own life, and, so far as I could, to 
rein in the humor for slaughter which had already broke out in 
so dreadful an instance. I repeat, and will maintain it with my 
body, that I had no commission of any kind from the King of 
France, respecting the people of Liege ; far less instructions to 
instigate them to mutiny ; and that, finally, when I did avail 
myself of that imputed character, it was as if I had snatched up 
a shield to protect myself in a moment of emergency, and used 
it, as I should surely have done, for the defence of myself and 
others, without inquiring whether I had a right to the heraldic 
emblazonments which it displayo^d." 

1 Proud as a Scot. 
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" And therein, my young companion and prisoiicr," said Cr6- 
vecoeur, unable any longer to remain silent, ' ' acted with equal 
spirit and good sense ; and his doing so cannot justly be im- 
puted as blame to King Louis." 

There was a murmur of assent among the surrounding nobil- 
ity, which sounded joyfully in the ears of King Louis, whilst it 
gave no little offence to Charles. He rolled his eyes angrily 
around ; and the sentiments, so generally expressed by so many 
of his highest vassals and wisest councillors, would not perhaps 
have prevented his giving way to his violent and despotic tem- 
per, had not Des Comines, who foresaw the danger, prevented 
it by suddenly announcing a herald from the city of Liege. 

' ' A herald from weavers and nailers ! " exclaimed the Duke 
— " but admit him instantly. By Our Lady, I will learn from 
this same herald something farther of his employers' hopes and 
projects than this young French-Scottish man-at-arms seems 
desirous to tell me ! " 



CHAPTER XXX. 

There was room made in the assembly, and no small curi- 
osity evinced by those present to see the herald whom the insur- 
gent Liegeois had ventured to send to so haughty a Prince as 
the Duke of Burgundy, while in such high indignation against 
them. 

The herald who was now introduced into the presence of the 
monarchs was dressed in a tabard, or coat, emblazoned with 
the arms of his master, in which the Boar's-head made a distin- 
guished appearance, in blazonry, which, in the opinion of the 
skilful, was more showy than accm^ate. 

" Who art thou, in the devil's name? " was the greeting with 
which Charles the Bold received this singular envoy. 

"I am Rouge Sanglier," answered the herald, "the officer- 
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atrarms of William de la Marck, by the grace of God, and the 
election of the Chapter, Prince Bishop of Liege." 

^^ Ha ! " exclaimed Charles ; but, as if subduing his own pas- 
sion, he made a sign to him to proceed. 

"And, in right of his wife, the Honorable Countess Hame- 
line of Croje, Count of Croye, and Lord of Braquemont." 

The utter astonishment of Duke Charles, at the extremity of 
boldjiess with which these titles were announced in his presence, 
seemed to strike him dumb ; and the herald, conceiving, doubt- 
less, that he had made a suitable impression by the annuncia- 
tion of his character, proceeded to state his errand. 

^^ Annuncio vobis gaudium magnum"^ he said; "I let you, 
Charles of Burgundy and Earl of Flanders to know, in my mas- 
ter's name, that under favor of a dispensation of our Holy 
Father of Home, presentlj'^ expected, and appointing a fitting 
substitute ad sacra^* he proposes to exercise at once the office 
of the Prince Bishop, and maintain the rights of Count of 
Croye." 

The Duke of Burgundy, at this and other pauses in the her- 
ald's speech, only ejaculated " Ha I" or some similar interjec- 
tion, without making any answer; and the tone of exclamation 
was that of one, who, though surprised and moved, is willing to 
hear all that is to be said ere he commits himself by making an 
answer. To the farther astonishment of all who were present, 
he forbore from his usual abrupt and violent gesticulations, 
remaining with the nail of his thumb pressed against his teeth, 
which was his favorite attitude when giving attention, and keep- 
ing his eyes bent on the ground, as if unwilling to betray the 
passion which might gleam in them. 

The envoy, therefore, proceeded boldly and unabashed in the 
delivery of his message. "In the name, therefore, of the 
Prince Bishop of Liege, and Count of Croye, I am to require of 
you, Duke Charles, to desist from those pretensions and en- 
croachments which you have made on the free and imperial city 
of Liege, by connivance with the late Louis of Bourbon, unwor- 
thy Bishop thereof — " 

1 I announce to you a great joy. « To the spiritual charge. 
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'' Ha ! " again exclaimed the Duke. 

"Also to restore the banners of the community, which you 
took violently from the town, to the number of six -and- thirty, 
to rebuild the breaches in their walls, and restore the fortifica- 
tions which you tyrannically dismantled, and to acknowledge 
my master, William de la Marck, as Prince Bishop, lawfully 
elected in a free Chapter of Canons, of which behold the formal 
notice." 

" Have 3'ou finished? " said the Duke. 

" Not yet," replied the envoy : " I am farther to require your 
Grace, on the part of the said right noble and venerable Prince, 
Bishop, an4 Count, that you do presently withdraw the garrison 
from the Castle of Braquemont, and other places of strength, 
belonging to the Earldom of Croye, which have been placed 
there, whether in your own most gracious name, or in that of 
Isabelle, calling herself Countess of Croye, or any other, until 
it shall be decided by the Imperial Diet, whether the fiefs in 
question shall not pertain to the sister of the late Count, my 
most gracious Lady Hameline, rather than to his daughter, in 
respect of the right of birth." 

" Your master is most learned," replied the Duke. 

"Yet," continued the herald, "the noble and venerable 
Prince and Count will be disposed, all other disputes betwixt 
Burgundy and Liege being settled, to fix upon the Lady Isabelle 
such an appanage as may become her quality." 

"He is generous and considerate," said the Duke, in the 
same tone. 

" Now, by a poor fooFs conscience," said Le Glorieux apart, 
to the Count of Cr^vecoeur, "I would rather be in the worst 
cow's hide that ever died of the murrain, than in that fellow's 
painted coat ! The poor man goes on like drunkards, who only 
look to the other pot, and not to the score which mine host 
chalks up behind the lattice." 

" Have you yet done?" said the Duke to the herald. 

"One word more," answered Rouge Sanglier, "from my 
Qoble and venerable lord aforesaid, respecting his worthy and 
trusty ally, the most Christian King — " 



268 QUENTIN DUBWABD. 

" Ha ! " exclaimed the Duke, starting, and in a fiercer tone 
than he had yet used ; but checking himself, he instantly com- 
posed himself again to attention. 

" Which most Christian King's royal person it is rumored 
that you, Charles of Bui^undy, have placed under restraint, 
contrary to your duty as a vassal of the Crown of France, and 
to the faith observed among Christian Sovereigns. For which 
reason, my said noble and venerable master, bj- my mouth, 
charges you to put his Royal and Most Christicn all}^ forthwith 
at freedom, or to receive the defiance which I am authorized to 
pronounce to you." 

" Have you yet done? " said the Duke. 

"I have," answered the herald, "and await your Grace's 
answer, trusting it may be such as will save the effusion of 
Christian blood." 

" Now, by Saint George of Burgundj'," said the Duke; but 
ere he could proceed farther, Louis arose, and struck in with a 
tone of BO much dignity and authority, that Charles could not 
interrupt him. 

" Under your favor, fair cousin of Burgundy," said the King, 
we ourselves crave priority of voice in replying to this insolent 
fellow. Sirrah herald, or whatever thou art, carrj' back notice 
to the perjured outlaw and murderer, William de la Marck, that 
the King of France will be presently before Liege, for the pur- 
pose of punishing the sacrilegious murderer of his late beloved 
kinsman, Louis of Bourbon ; and that he proposes to gibbet De 
la Marck alive, for the insolence of terming himself his ally, 
and putting his royal name into the mouth of one of his own 
base messengers." 

*'Add whatever else on my part," said Charles, "which it 
may not misbecome a prince to send to a common thief and 
murderer. And begone ! Yet stay. Never herald went from 
the Court of Burgundy without having cause to cry, Largesse ! 
Let him be scourged till the bones are laid bare ! " 

" Nay, but if it please your Grace," said Crdvecoeur and 
D'Hymbercourt together, "he is a herald, and so far privi- 
leged." 
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*' It is you, Messires," replied the Duke, " who are sucli owls, 
as to think that the tabard makes the herald. I see by that fel- 
low's blazoning he is a mere impostor. Let Toison d'Or step 
forward, and question him in 3'our presence." 

In spite of his natural effrontery, the envoy of the Wild Boar 
of Ardennes now became pale, and that notwithstanding some 
touches of paint with which he had adorned his countenance. 
Toison d*Or, the chief herald, as we have elsewhere said, of the 
Duke, and king-at-arms within his dominions, stepped forward 
with the solemnity of one who knew what was due to his ofl3ce, 
and asked his supposed brother, in what college he had studied 
the science which he professed. 

'' I was bred a pursuivant at the Heraldic College of Ratis- 
bon," answered Rouge Sanglier, ''and received diploma of 
Ehrenhold from that same learned fraternity." 

" Silence," said the Duke ; " and you, Toison d'Or, who arc 
too learned to be intelligible, stand back, — and bring that ras- 
cal forward, some of you. Hark ye, villain," he said in his 
harshest tone, " do you know the difference between argent and 
or,* except in the shape of coined money ? " 

" For pity's sake, your Grace, be good unto me ! Noble King 
Louis, speak for me I " 

" Speak for thyself," said the Duke. " In a word, art thou 
herald or not?" 

'* Only for this occasion I " acknowledged the detected official. 

" Now, by Saint George ! " said the Duke, eyeing Louis 
askance, "we know no king — no gentleman — save one^ who 
would have so prostituted the noble' science on which royalty 
and gentry rest ! save that King, who sent to Edward of Eng- 
land a serving-man disguised as a herald.'" 

"Such a stratagem," said Louis, laughing or affecting to 
laugh, " could only be justified at a Court where no heralds 
were at the time, and when the emergency was urgent. But, 
though it might have passed on the blunt and thick-witted 

1 Names of silver and gold in heraldry, 
s Bee Note P. Disguised Herald, 
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islander, no one with brains a whit better than those of a wild 
boar would have thought of passing such a trick upon the ac- 
complished Court of Burgundy." i 

" Send him who will," said the Duke, fiercely, " he shall 
return on their hands in poor case. Here ! drag him to the 
market-place ! slash him with bridle-reins and dog-whips until 
the tabard hang about him in tatters ! Upon the Eouge San- 
glier ! 9a, 9a ! Haloo, haloo ! " 

Four or five large hounds, such as are painted in the hunting- 
pieces upon which Rubens and Schneiders labored in conjunc- 
tion, caught the well-known notes with which the Duke 
concluded, and began to yell and bay as if thq boar were just 
roused from his lair. 

" By the rood," said King Louis, observant to catch the vein 
of his dangerous cousin, *' since the ass has put on the boar's 
hide, I would set the dogs on him to bait him out of it ! " . 

At this moment, and while the Duke was too much engaged 
with what passed before him to mind what was said behind him, 
Oliver le Dain, gliding behind King Louis, whispered into his 
ear, "It is the Bohemian, Hayraddin Maugrabin. It were not 
well he should come to speech of the Duke." 

" He must die," answered Louis, in the same tone ; " dead 
men tell no tales." 

One instant afterwards, Tristan THermite, to whom Oliver 
had given the hint, stepped forward before the King and the 
Duke, and said, in his blunt manner, " So please your Majesty 
and your Grace, this piece of game is mine, and I claim him ; 
he is marked with my stamp ; the fleur-de-lis is branded on his 
shoulder, as all men may see. He is a known villain, and hath 
slain the King's subjects, robbed churches, slain deer in the 
royal parks — " 

"Enough, enough," said Duke Charles, "he is my cousin's 
property by many a good title. What will your Majesty do 
with him?" 

" If he is left to my disposal," said the King, " I will at least 
give him one lesson in the science of heraldry, in which he is so 
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ignorant — only explain to him practically the meaning of a 
cross potence^^ with a noose dangling proper." 

" Not as to be by him borne, but as to bear him. Let him 
take the degrees under your gossip, Tristan ; he is a deep pro- 
fessor in such mysteries." 

Thus answered the Duke, with a burst of discordant laughter 
at his own wit, which was cordially chorussed b}' Louis. 

''Well, cousin," continued the Duke, "I do believe thou 
hadst a lesson to keep faith another time. And now for once, 
without finesse and doubling, will 3'ou make good your promise, 
and go with me to punish this murdering La Marck and the 
Liegeois?" 

"I will march against them," said Louis, "with the Ban, 
and Arri6re-Ban * of France, and the Oriflamme displayed." 

" Nay, nay," said the Duke, " that is more than is needful or 
may be advisable. The presence of your Scottish Guard, and 
two hundred choice lances,^ will serve to show that you are a 
free agent. A large army might — " 

'' Make me so in effect, you would say, my fair cousin ? " said 
the King. " Well, you shall dictate the number of my attend- 
ants." 

" And to put this fair cause of mischief out of the way, you 
will agree to the Countess Isabelle of Croye wedding with the 
Duke of Orleans?" 

"Fair cousin," said the King, "you drive my courtesy to 
extremity. The Duke is the betrothed bridegroom of my 
daughter Joan. Be generous — yield up this matter, and let 
us speak rather of the towns on the Somme." 

" My council will talk to your Majesty of these," said Charles ; 
' ' I myself have less at heart the acquisition of territory than 

1 A cross with projections at the ends of the arms like a gibbet. Potence 
is actually French for gibbet. 

^ Ban proclamation. The words mean men summoned to military service 
nnder first and second proclamation, implying a large proportion of tiie fight- 
ing men of France. 

s Each lance, with his attendants, were five fighting men. 200 lances equa^ 
1000 men. 



272 QXJENTIN DURWARD. 

the redress of injuries. You have tampered with my vassals, 
and your royal pleasure must needs dispose of the hand of a 
Ward of Burgundy. Your Majesty must bestow it within the 
pale of your own royal family, since j'ou have meddled with 
it — otherwise our conference breaks off." 

" Were I to say I did this willingly," said the King, " no one 
would believe me ; therefore do jou, my fair cousin, judge of 
the extent of my wish to oblige j'ou, when I say, most reluc- 
tantly, that the parties consenting, and a dispensation from the 
Pope being obtained, my own objections shall be no bar to this 
match which you purpose." 

" All besides can be easily settled by our ministers," said the 
Duke, '' and we are once more cousins and friends." 

"May Heaven be praised!" said Louis, *'who, holding in 
liis hand the hearts of princes, doth mercifully incline them to 
peace and clemency, and prevent the effusion of human blood. 
Oliver," he added apart to that favorite, who ever waited around 
him like the familiar beside a sorcerer, " Hark thee ; tell Tristan 
to be speedy in dealing with yonder runagate Bohemian." 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

As fVcquently happens in such cases, whilst the principal par- 
ties concerned had so far made up their differences, one of the 
subaltern agents concerned in their intrigues was bitterly expe- 
riencing the truth of the political maxim, that if the great have 
frequent need of base tools, they make amends to society by 
abandoning them to their fate, so soon as they find them no 
longer useful. 

This was Hayraddin Maugrabin, who, surrendered by the 
Duke's ofl3cers to the King's Provost-Marshal, was by him 
placed in the hands of his two trusty aides-de-camp, Trois- 
Eschelles and Petit- Andr^, to be despatched without loss of 



QUENTIN DTTRWARD. 273 

time. One on either side of him, and followed by a few guards 
and a multitude of rabble, he was marched off to the neighbor- 
ing forest ; where, to save all farther trouble and ceremonial of 
a gibbet, and so forth, the disposers of his fate proposed to knit 
him up to the first sufficient tree. 

They were not long in finding an oak, as Petit- Andr^ face- 
tiousl}' expressed it, fit to bear such an acorn ; and placing the 
wretched criminal on a bank, under a sufiBcient guard, they 
began their extemporaneous preparations for the final catastro- 
phe. At that moment, Hayraddin, gazing on the crowd, en- 
countered the eyes of Quentin Durward, who, thinking he 
recognized the countenance of his faithless guide in that of the 
detected impostor, had followed with the crowd to witness the 
execution, and assure himself of the identity. 

When the executioners informed him that all was ready, 
Hayraddin, with much calmness, asked a single boon at their 
hands. 

"Anything, my son, consistent with our ofi3ce," said Trois- 
Eschelles. 

" That is," said Haj-raddin, " anything but my life." 

" Even so," said Trois-Eschelles, " and something more ; for 
as you seem resolved to do credit to our mystery, and die like a 
man, without making wry mouths — wh}^ though our orders are 
to be prompt, I care not if I indulge you ten minutes longer." 

'* I onl}' praj' to speak a few minutes with yonder Archer of 
the Scottish Guard," said the Bohemian. 

The executioners hesitated a moment; but Trois-Eschelles, 
recollecting that Quentin Durward was believed, from various 
circumstances, to stand high in the favor of their master. King 
Louis, they resolved to permit the interview. 

When Quentin, at their summons, approached the condemned 
criminal, he could not but be shocked at his appearance, how- 
ever justly his doom might have been deserved. 

"I must speak with him in privacy," said the criminal, 
despair seeming to croak in his accent as he uttered the words. 

' ' That may hardly consist with our ofi3ce, my merry Leap- 
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the-ladder/' said Petit- Andrf ; " we know you for a slipperj- eel, 
of old." 

" I am tied with 3'our horse-girths, hand and foot," said the 
criminal. "You may keep guard around me, though out of 
ear-shot ; the Archer is your own King's servant. And if I 
give you ten guilders — " 

" Laid out in masses, the sum may profit his poor soul," said 
Trois-Eschelles. 

*' Laid out in wine or brantwein, it will comfort my poor 
body," responded Petit- Andr^. " So let them be forthcoming, 
my little crack-rope." 

"Pay the bloodhounds their fee," said Hayraddin to Dur- 
ward; "I was plundered of every stiver when they took me; 
it shall avail thee much." 

Quentin paid the executioners their guerdon, and, like men of 
promise, they retreated out of hearing, keeping, however, a 
careful eye on the criminal's motions. After waiting an instant 
till the unhappy man should speak, as he still remained silent, 
Quentin at length addressed him : " And to this conclusion thou 
hast at length arrived ? " 

" I have a boon to ask," said Hayraddin ; " but first I will 
buy it of you ; for your tribe, with all their professions of char- 
ity? give nought for nought." 

*' I could well-nigh say, thy gifts perish with thee," answered 
Quentin, " but that thou art on the very verge of eternity. Ask 
thy boon : reserve thy bounty ; it can do me no good. I remem- 
ber enough of your good ofiSces of old." 

" Why, I loved you," said Hayraddin, *' for the matter that 
chanced on the banks of the Cher; and I would have helped 
you to a wealthy dame. You wore her scarf, which partly mis- 
led me ; and indeed I thought that Hameline, with her portable 
wealth, was more for your market-penny than the other hen- 
sparrow, with her old roost at Braquemont, which Charles has 
clutched, and is likely to keep his claws upon." 

" Talk not so idly, unhappy man," said Quentin ; " yonder 
ofi^cers become impatient." 
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" Give them ten guilders for ten minutes more," said the cul- 
prit, who, like most in his situation, mixed with his hardihood 
a desire of procrastinating his fate. " I tell thee it shall avail 
thee much." 

"Use then well the minutes so purchased," said Durward, 
and easily made a new bargain with the Marshal's men. 

This done, Hayraddin continued: "Yes, I assure you I 
meant you well ; and Hameline would have proved an easy and 
convenient spouse. Why, she has reconciled herself even with 
the Boar of Ardennes, though his mode of wooing was some- 
what of the roughest ; and lords it yonder in his sty, as if she 
had fed on mast-husks and acorns all her life." 

" Cease this brutal and untimely jesting," said Quentin, "or, 
once more I tell j'ou, I will leave you to your fate." 

" You arc right," said Hayraddin, after a moment's pause ; 
" what cannot be postponed must be faced ! Well, know then, 
I came hither, in this accursed disguise, moved by a great 
reward from De la Marck, and hoping a yet mightier one from 
King Louis, not merely to bear the message of defiance which 
you may have heard of, but to tell the King an important 
secret." 

" It was a fearful risk," said Durward. 

" It was paid for as such, and such it hath proved," answered 
the Bohemian. " De la Marck attempted before to communicate 
with Louis by means of Marthon ; but she could not, it seems, 
approach nearer to him than the astrologer, to whom she told all 
the passages of the journe}', and of Schonwaldt; but it is j^ 
chance if her tidings ever reach Louis, except in the shape of i( 
prophecy. But hear my secret, which is more important tham 
aught she could tell. William de la Marck has assembled a 
numerous and strong force within the city of Liege, and aug- 
ments it daily by means of the old priest's treasures. But ho 
proposes not to hazard a battle with the chivalry of Burgundy, . 
and still less to stand a siege in the dismantled town. This he 
will do: he will suffer the hot-brained Charles to sit down 
before the place without opposition ; and in the night, make an 
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outfall or sally upon the leaguer with his whole force. Many 
he will have in French armor, who will cry, France, Saint 
Louis, and Denis Montjoye, as if there were a strong body of 
French auxiliaries in the cit}'. This cannot choose but strike 
iitter confusion among the Burgundians; and if King Louis, 
with his guards, attendants, and such soldiers as he may have 
with him, shall second his efforts, the Boar of Ardennes nothing 
doubts the discomfiture of the whole Burgundian army. There 
is my secret, and I bequeath it to 3'ou. Forward, or prevent 
the enterprise ; sell the intelligence to King Louis, or to Duke 
Charles, I care not ; save or destroy whom thou wilt ; for my 
part, I only grieve that I cannot spring it like a mine, to the 
destruction of them all ! " 

"It is indeed an important secret," said Quentin, instantly 
comprehending how easily the national jealousy might be awak- 
ened in a camp consisting partly of French, partly of Burgun- 
dians. 

"Ay, so it is," answered Hayraddin; "and, now j^ou have 
it, you would fain begone, and leave me without granting the 
boon for which I have paid beforehand.'* 

" Tell me thy request," said Quentin. '^ I will grant it if it 
be in my power." 

" Nay, it is no mighty demand ; it is only in behalf of poor 
Klepper, mj^ palfrey, the only living thing that may miss me. 
A due mile south, you will find him feeding by a deserted col- 
lier's hut; whistle to him thus" (he whistled a peculiar note), 
" and call him by his name, Klepper ; he will come to j^ou ; here 
is his bridle under my gaberdine ; it is lucky the hounds got it 
not, for he obeys no other. Take him, and make much of him, 
— I do not say for his master's sake, but because I have placed 
at your disposal the event of a mighty war. He will never fail 
you at need — night and day, rough and smooth, fair and foul, 
. warm stables and the wintrj- sky, are the same to Klepper ; had 
I cleared the gates of Peronne, and got so far as where I left 
him, I had not been in this case. Will you be kind to 
Klepper?" 
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" I swear to 3'ou that I will," answered Quentin, affected by 
what seemed a trait of tenderness in a character so hardened. 

" Then fare thee well ! " said the criminal. " Yet stay, stay ; 
I would not willingly die in discourtesy, forgetting a lady's 
commission. This billet is from the very gracious and ex- 
tremely silly Lady of the Wild Boar of Ardennes, to her black- 
eyed niece. I see by your look I have chosen a willing 
messenger. And one word more. I forgot to say, that in the 
stuflSng of my saddle you will find a rich purse of gold pieces, 
for the sake of which I put my life on the venture which has 
cost me so dear. Take them, and replace a hundred-fold the 
guilders you have bestowed on these bloody slaves. I make 
you mine heir." 

" I will bestow them in good works and masses for the bene- 
fit of thy soul," said Quentin. 

" Name not that word again," said Hayraddin, his counte- 
nance assuming a dreadful expression; ''there is — there can 
be — there shall be — no such thing! it is a dream of priest- 
craft!" 

"Unhappy — most unhappy being! Think better! let me 
speed for a priest — these men will delay yet a little longer ; I 
will bribe them to it," said Quentin. " What canst thou ex- 
pect, dying in such opinions, and impenitent?" 

"To be resolved into the elements," said the hardened athe- 
ist, pressing his fettered arms against his bosom ; " my hope, 
trust, and expectation is, that the mysterious frame of human- 
ity shall melt into the general mass of nature, to be recom- 
pounded in the other forms with which she daily supplies those 
which daily disappear, and return under different fonns, — the 
watery particles to streams and showers, the earthy parts to 
enrich their mother earth, the airy portions to wanton in the 
breeze, and those of fire to supply the blaze of Aldeboran ^ and 
his brethren. In this faith have I lived, and I will die in it. 
Hence ! begone ! disturb me no farther ! I have spoken the 
last word that mortal ears shall listen to I " 

1 The largest star in constellation TauruSi the bull. 
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Deeply impressed with the horrors of his condition, Quentin 
Durward yet saw that it was vain to hope to awaken him to a 
sense of his fearful state. He bade him, therefore, farewell ; 
to which the criminal onlj' replied by a short and sullen nod, as 
one who, plunged in reverie, bids adieu to company which dis- 
tracts his thoughts. He bent his course towards the forest, and 
easily found where Klepper was feeding. The creature came 
at his call, but was for some time unwilling to be caught, snuff- 
ing and starting when the stranger approached him. At length, 
however, Quentin's general acquaintance with the habits of the 
animal, and perhaps some particular knowledge of those of 
Klepper, which he had often admired while Hayraddin and he 
travelled together, enabled him to take possession of the Bohe- 
mian's dying bequest. Long ere he returned to Peronne, the 
Bohemian had gone where the vanity of his dreadM creed was 
to be put to the final issue — a fearful experience for one who 
had neither expressed remorse for the past, nor apprehension 
for the future ! 



CHAPTER XXXn. 

No sooner were the necessary expresses despatched to sum- 
mon up the forces who were selected to act as auxiliaries, than 
Louis was called upon by his host to give public conseiit to the 
espousals of the Duke of Orleans and Isabelle of Croye. The 
King complied with a heavy sigh, and presently after urged a 
slight expostulation, founded upon the necessity of observing 
the wishes of the Duke himself. 

"These have not been neglected," said the Duke of Bur- 
gutidy; "Cr^vecoeur hath communicated with Monsieur d'Or- 
leans, and finds him (strange to say) so dead to the honor of 
wedding a royal bride^ that he acceded to the proposal of mar- 
rying the Countess of Croye, as the kindest proposal which 
father could have made to him.'* 
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^'He is the more ungracious and thankless," said Louis; 
" but the whole shall be as you, my cousin, will ; if you can 
bring it about with the consent of the parties themselves." 

" Fear not that," said the Duke ; and accordingly, not many 
minutes after the affair had been proposed, the Duke of Orleans 
and the Countess of Croye, the latter attended, as on the pre- 
ceding occasion, by the Countess of Cr^vecoeur, and the Abbess 
of the Ursulines, were summoned to the presence of the Prmces, 
and heard from the mouth of Charles of Burgundy, unobjected 
to by that of Louis, who sat in silent and moody consciousness 
of diminished consequence, that the union of their hands was 
designed by the wisdom of both Princes, to confirm the per- 
petual alliance which in future should take place betwixt France 
and Burgund3\ 

The Duke of Orleans had much difficulty in suppressing the 
joy which he felt upon the proposal, and which delicacy ren- 
dered improper in the presence of Louis ; and it required his 
habitual awe of that monarch to enable him to rein in his 
delight so much as merely to reply, "that his duty compelled 
him to place his choice at the disposal of his Sovereign." 

"Fair cousin of Orleans," said Louis, with sullen gravity, 
" since I must speak on so unpleasant an occasion, it is need- 
less for me to remind you, that my sense of your merits had led 
me to propose for you a match into my own family. But, since 
my cousin of Burgundy thinks that the disposing of your hand 
otherwise is the surest pledge of amity between his dominions 
and mine, I love both too well not to sacrifice to them my own 
hopes and wishes." 

The Duke of Orleans threw himself on his knees, and kissed 
— and, for once, with sincerity of attachment — the hand which 
the King, with averted countenance, extended to him. In fact, 
he, as well as most present, saw, in the unwilling acquiescence 
of this accomplished dissembler, who, even with that very pur- 
pose, had suffered his reluctance to be visible, a King relin- 
quishing his favorite project, and subjugating his paternal 
feelings to the necessities of state, and interest of his country. 



280 QUENTIN DUBWABD. 

Eyen Burgundy was moved, and Orleans' heart smote him for 
the joy which he involuntarily felt on being freed from his 
engagement with the Princess Joan. If he had known how 
deeply the King was cursing him in his soul, and what thoughts 
of future revenge he was agitating, it is probable his own deli- 
cacy on the occasion would not have been so much hurt. 

Charles next turned to the young Countess, and bluntly 
announced the proposed match to her, as a matter which neither 
admitted delay nor hesitation ; adding, at the same time, that 
it was but a too favorable consequence of her intractability on 
a former occasion. 

^' My Lord Duke and Sovereign," said Isabelle, summoning 
up all her courage, " I observe your Grace's commands, and 
submit to them." 

"Enough, enough," said the Duke, interrupting her, *'we 
will arrange the rest. Your Majesty," he continued, address- 
ing King Louis, " hath had a boar's hunt in the morning ; what 
say you to rousing a wolf in the afternoon? " 

The young Countess saw the necessity of decision. ''Your 
Grace mistakes my meaning," she said, speaking, though tim- 
idly, yet loudly and decidedly enough to compel the Duke's 
attention, which, from some consciousness, he would otherwise 
have willingly denied to her. " My submission," she said, 
" only respected those lands and estates which your Grace's 
ancestors gave to mine, and which I resign to the House of 
Burgundy, if my Sovereign thinks my disobedience in this mat- 
ter renders me unworthy to hold them." 

'' Ha ! Saint George ! " said the Duke, stamping furiously on 
the ground, '' does the fool know in what presence she is, and 
to whom she speaks? " 

'' My lord," she replied, still undismayed, " I am before my 
Suzerain, and I trust a just one. If you deprive me of my 
lands, )'0U take away all that your ancestoi^s generosity gave, 
and you break the only bonds which attach us together. You 
gave not this poor and persecuted form, still less the spirit 
which animates me. And these it is my purpose to dedicate to 



QUENTm DUBWARD. 281 

Heaven in the convent of the Ursulines, under the guidance of 
this Holy Mother Abbess." 

The rage and astonishment of the Duke can hardly be con- 
ceived, unless we could estimate the surprise of a falcon, 
against whom a dove should ruffle its pinions in defiance. 
" Will the Holy Mother receive you without an appanage?'' he 
said, in a voice of scorn. 

''If she doth her convent, in the first insiance, so much 
wrong," said the Lady Isabelle, '' I trust there is charity enough 
among the noble friends of my house, to make up some support 
for the orphan of Croye." 

" It is false ! " said the Duke; " it is a base pretext to cover 
some secret and unworthy passion. My Lord of Orleans, she 
shall be yours, if I drag her to the altar with my own hands ! " 

The Countess of Crfevecoeur, a high-spirited woman, and con- 
fident in her husband's merits and his favor with the Duke, 
could keep silent no longer. " M}' lord," she said, " your pas- 
sions transport you into language utterly unworthy. The hand 
of no gentlewoman can be disposed of by force." 

" And it is no part of the duty of a Christian Prince," added 
the Abbess, " to thwart the wishes of a pious soul, who, broken 
with the cares and persecutions of the world, is desirous to be- 
come the bride of Heaven." 

"Neither can my cousin of Orleans," said Dunois, "with 
honor accept a proposal, to which the lady has thus publicly 
stated her objections." 

" If I were permitted," said Orleans, on whose facile mind 
Isabelle's beauty had made a deep impression, " some time to 
endeavor to place my pretensions before the Countess in a more 
favorable light — " 

" My lord," said Isabelle, whose firmness was now fully sup- 
ported by the encouragement which she received from all 
around, " it w^re to no purpose ; my mind is made up to de- 
cline this alliance, though far above my deserts." 

" Nor have I time," said the Duke, " to wait till these whim- 
sies are changed with the next change of the moon. Monseig- 
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neur d'Orleans, she shall learn within this hour that obedience 
becomes matter of necessity." 

'' Not in my behalf, Sire," answered the Prince, who felt that 
he could not, with any show of honor, avail himself of the 
Duke's obstinate disposition ; " to have been once openly and 
positively refused, is enough for a Son of France. He cannot 
prosecute his addresses farther." 

The Duke darted one furious glance at Orleans, another at 
Louis ; and reading in the countenance of the latter, in spite of 
his utmost efforts to suppress his feelings, a look of secret tri- 
umph, he became outrageous. 

"Write," he said to the Secretary, " our doom of forfeiture 
and imprisonment against this disobedient and insolent minion. 
She shall to the Zuchthaus, to the penitentiary, to herd with 
those whose lives have rendered them her rivals in efi&rontery ! " 

There was a general murmur. 

" My Lord Duke," said the Count de Cr^vecoeur, taking the 
word for the rest, " this must be better thought on. We, your 
faithful vassals, cannot suffer such a dishonor to the nobility 
and chivalry of Burgundy. If the Countess hath done amiss, 
let her be punished — but in the manner that becomes her rank, 
and ours, who stand connected with her house by blood and 
alliance." 

The Duke paused a moment, and looked full at hia councillor 
with the stare of a bull, which, when compelled by the neat- 
herd from the road which he wishes to go, deliberates with him- 
self whether to obey, or to rush on his driver, and toss him into 
the air. 

Prudence, however, prevailed over fury; he saw the senti- 
ment was general in his council ; was afraid of the advantages 
which Louis might derive from seeing dissention among his vas 
sals ; and probably — for he was rather of a coarse and violent, 
than of a malignant temper — felt ashamed of his own dishon- 
orable proposal. 

*' You are right," he said, '' Crdvecoeur, and I spoke hastily. 
Her fate shall be determined according to the rules of chivalry. 
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Her flight to Liege hath given the signal for the Bishop's mur- 
der. He that best avenges that deed, and brings us the head 
of the Wild Boar of Ardennes, shall claim her hand of us ; and 
if she denies his right, we can at least grant him her fiefs, leav- 
ing it to his generosity to allow her what means he will to retire 
into a convent." 

"Nayl" said the Countess, "think 1 am the daughter of 
Count Reinold — of your father's old, valiant, and faithful ser- 
vant. Would you hold me out as a prize to the best sword- 
player?" 

"Your ancestress," said the Duke, " was won at a tourney ; 
you shall be fought for in real fight. Only thus far, for Count 
Reinold's sake, the successful prizer shall be a gentleman, of 
unimpeached birth, and unstained bearings ; but, be he such, 
and the poorest who ever drew the strap of a sword-belt through 
the tongue of a buckle, he shall have at least the proffer of your 
hand. I swear it, by Saint George, by my ducal crown, and by 
the Order that I wear. Ha ! Messires," he added, turning to 
the nobles present, " this at least is, I think, in conformity with 
the rules of chivalry? " 

Isabelle's remonstrances were drowned in a general and jubi- 
lant assent, above which was heard the voice of old Lord 
Crawford, regretting the weight of years that prevented his 
striking for so fair a prize. The Duke was gratified by the 
general applause, and his temper began to flow more smoothl}', 
like that of a swollen river when it hath subsided within its 
natural boundaries. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

Few days had passed ere Louis had received, with a smile of 
gratified vengeance, the intelligence, that his favorite and his 
councillor, the Cardinal Balue, was groaning within a cage of 
iron, so disposed as scarce to permit him to enjo}' repose in any 
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posture except when recnmbent ; and of which, be it said in 
passing, he remained the unpitied tenant for nearly twelve 
years. The auxiliary forces which the Duke had required Louis 
to bring up had also appeared ; and he comforted himself that 
their numbers were sufllcient to protect his person against vio- 
lence, although too limited to cope, had such been his purpose, 
with the large army of Burgundy. 

With such sentiments, upon a beautiful day in the latter end 
of harvest, the King mounted his horse ; and, indifferent that 
he was looked upon rather as a part of the pageant of a victor, 
than in the light of an independent sovereign surrounded by his 
guards and his chivalry, King Louis sallied from under the 
Gothic gateway of Peronne, to join the Burgundian army, which 
commenced at the same time its march against Liege. 

Most of the ladies of distinction who were in the place, at- 
tended, dressed in their best array, upon the battlements and 
defences of the gate, to see the gallant show of warriors setting 
forth on the expedition. Thither had the Countess Cr^vecceur 
brought the Countess Isabelle. The latter attended very reluc- 
tantly ; but the peremptory order of Charles had been, that she 
who was to bestow the palm in the tourney, should be visible to 
the knights who were about to enter the lists. 

As they thronged out from under the arch, many a pennon 
and shield was to be seen, graced with fresh devices, expressive 
of the bearer's devoted resolution to become a competitor for a 
prize so fair. 

The Archer-Guard, selected almost at will from the flower of 
the Scottish nation, drew general applause, from the gallantry 
and splendor of their appearance. 

And there was one among these strangers, who ventured on 
a demonstration of acquaintance with the Lady Isabelle, which 
had not been attempted even by the most noble of the French 
nobility. It was Quentin Durward, who, as he passed the 
ladies in his rank, presented to the Countess of Croye, on thef 
point of his lance, the letter of her aunt. 

"Now, by my honor," said the Count of Cr^vecoeur, "that 
is over insolent in an unworthy adventurer ! " 
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"Do not call him so, Cr^vecoBur," said Dunois, "I have 
good reason to bear testimony to his gallantry — and in behalf 
of that lady, too." 

'* You make words of nothing," said Isabelle, blushing with 
shame, and partly with resentment; "it is a letter from my 
unfortunate aunt. She writes cheerfully, though her situation 
must be dread Ail." 

" Let us hear, let us hear what says the Boar's bride," said 
Cr^vecoeur. 

The Countess Isabelle read the letter, in which her aunt 
seemed determined to make the best of a bad bargain, and to 
console herself for the haste and indecorum of her nuptials, by 
the happiness of being wedded to one of the bravest men of the 
age, who had just acquired a princedom by his valor. She 
implored her niece not to judge of her \yilliam (as she called 
him) by the report of others, but to wait till she knew him per- 
sonally. He had his faults, perhaps, but they were such as 
belonged to characters whom she had ever venerated. William 
was rather addicted to wine, but so was the gallant Sir Godfrey, 
her grandsire ; he was something hasty and sanguinary in his 
temper, such had been her brother Reinold of blessed memory ; 
he was blunt in speech, few Germans were otherwise ; and a 
little wilful and peremptory, but she believed all men loved to 
rule. More there was to the same purpose ; and the whole con- 
cluded with the hope and request, that Isabelle would, by means 
of the bearer, endeavor her escape from the tyrant of Burgundy, 
and come to her loving kinswoman's Court of Liege, where any 
little differences concerning their mutual rights of succession to 
the Earldom might be adjusted by Isabelle's marrying Carl 
Eberson, a bridegroom younger indeed than his bride, but that, 
as she (the Lady Hameline) might perhaps say from experi- 
ence, was an inequality more easy to be endured than Isabelle 
could be aware of. 

Here the Countess Isabelle stopped ; the Abbess observing, 
with a prim aspect, that she had read quite enough concerning 
such worldly vanities. 
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Bat while Isabelle read her aunt's epistle to her friends, it 
most be observed that she did not think it necessary to recite a 
certain postscript, in which the Countess Hameline, lady-like, 
gave an account of her occupations, and informed her niece, 
that she had laid aside for the present a surcoat which she was 
working for her husband, bearing the arms of Croye and La 
Marck in conjugal fashion, parted per pale, because her William 
had determined, for purposes of policy, in the first action to 
have others dressed in his coat-armor, and himself to assume 
the arms of Orleans, with a bar sinister — in other words, those 
of Dunois. There was also a slip of paper in another hand, the 
contents of which the Countess did not think it necessary to 
mention, being simply these words, — "If you hear not of me 
soon, and that by the trumpet of Fame, conclude me dead, but 
not unworthy." 

A thought, hitherto repelled as wildly incredible, now glanqed 
with double keenness through Isabelle's soul. As female wit 
seldom fails in the contrivance of means, she so ordered it, that 
ere the troops were fully on the march, Quentin Durward re- 
ceived from an unknown hand the billet of Lady Hameline, 
marked with three crosses opposite to the postscript, and hav- 
ing these words subjoined: "He who feared not the arms of 
Orleans when on the breast of their gallant owner, cannot dread 
them when displayed on that of a tjrant and murderer." A 
thousand thousand times was this intimation kissed and pressed 
to the bosom of the 3'oung Scot ! for it marshalled him on the 
path where both Honor and Love held out the reward, and pos- 
sessed him with a secret unknown to others, by which to distin- 
guish him whose death could alone give life to his hopes, and 
which he prudently resolved to lock up in his own bosom. 

But Durward saw the necessity of acting otherwise respecting 
the information communicated b}' Hayraddin, since the pro- 
posed sally of De la Marck, unless heedfuUy guarded against, 
might prove the destruction of the besieging army ; so difficult 
was it, in the tumultuous warfare of those days, to recover from 
a nocturnal surprise. After pondering on the matter, he 
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formed the additional resolution, that he would not communi- 
cate the intelligence save personally, and to both the Princes 
while tc^ether; perhaps, because he felt that to mention so 
well-contrived and hopeful a scheme to Louis whilst in private, 
might be too strong a temptation to the wavering probity of 
that Monarch, and lead him to assist, rather than repel, the 
intended sally. He determined, therefore, to watch for an 
opportunity of revealing the secret whilst Louis and Charles 
were met, which, as they were not particularly fond of the con- 
straint imposed by each other's society, was not likely soon to 
occur. 

At length, without experiencing any serious opposition, the 
army arrived in the rich valley of the Maes, and before the 
large and populous city of Liege. 

A part of the Burgundian vanguard, conceiving that, from 
the dismantled and breached state of the walls, they had noth- 
ing to do but to march into Liege at their ease, entered one of 
the suburbs with the shouts of "Burgundy, Burgundy! Kill, 
kill — all is ours. Remember Louis of Bourbon!" But as 
they marched in disorder through the narrow streets, and were 
partly dispersed for the purpose of pillage, a large body of the 
inhabitants issued suddenly from the town, fell furiously upon 
them, and made considerable slaughter. De la Marck even 
availed himself of the breaches in the walls, which permitted 
the defenders to issue out at different points, and, by taking 
separate routes into the contested suburb, to attack, in the 
front, flank, and rear, at once, the assailants, who, stunned by 
the furious, unexpected, and multiplied nature of the resistance 
offered, could hardly stand to their arms. The evening, which 
began to close, added to their confusion. 

When this news was brought to Duke Charles, he was ftirious 
with rage, which was not much appeased by the offer of King 
Louis to send the French men-at-arms into the suburbs, to res- 
cue and bring off the Burgundian vanguard. Rejecting this 
offer briefly, he would have put himself at the head of his own 
Guards, to extricate those engaged in the incautious advance ; 
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but D'Hymbercourt and Cr^vecoBur entreated him to leave the 
service to them, and marching into the scene of action at two 
points, with more order and proper arrangement for mutual 
support, these two celebrated captains succeeded in repulsing 
the Liegeois, and in extricating the vanguard, who lost, besides 
prisoners, no fewer than eight hundred men, of whom about a 
hundred were men-at-arms. 

In fact, the main body and rear of the numerous army of the 
Duke had contmued to advance, while the broken and repulsed 
vanguard was in the act of retreating ; and they had come into 
collision with each other, to the great confusion of both. 

When D'Hymbercourt returned, he had a task to perform of 
incredible difficulty, and imbittered by the reproaches of his 
master, who made no allowance for the still more necessary 
duty in which he had been engaged, until the temper of the gal- 
lant soldier began to give way under the Duke's unreasonable 
reproaches. *' I went hence to restore some order in the van," 
he said, '' and left the main body under your Grace's own guid- 
ance ; and now, on mj' return, I can neither find that we have 
front, flank, nor rear, so utter is the confusion." 

"We are the more like a barrel of herrings," answered Le 
Glorieux, " which is the most natural resemblance for a Flem- 
ish army." 

The jester's speech made the Duke laugh. 

A dead silence soon reigned over that great host which lay in 
leaguer before Liege. For a long time th^ cries of the soldiers 
repeating their signals, and seeking to join their several ban- 
ners, sounded like the howling of bewildered dogs seeking their 
masters. 

Quentin, posted, by the King's express order, on the extreme 
point between the French quarters and the town, a good way to 
the right of the suburb which we have mentioned, sharpened his 
eye to penetrate the mass which lay before him, and excited his 
ears, to catch the slightest sound which might announce any 
commotion in the beleaguered city. But its huge clocks had 
successively knelled three hours after midnight, and all con- 
tinued still and silent as the grave. 
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At length, and Just when Quentin began to think the attack 
would be deferred till day-break, and joyfully recollected that 
there would be then light enough to descry the Bar Sinister 
across the Fleur-de-lis of Orleans, he thought he heard in the 
city a humming murmur, like that of disturbed bees mustering 
for the defence of their hives. But, when the noise rose louder, 
and seemed pouring at the same time towards his own post, and 
towards the suburb, he deemed it his duty to fall back as 
silently as possible, and call his uncle, who commanded the 
small body of Archers destined to his support. All were on 
their feet in a moment, and with as little noise as possible/ In 
less than a second Lord Crawford was at their head, and, des- 
patching an archer to alarm the King and his household, drew 
back his little party to some distance behind their watchfire, 
that they might not be seen by its light. The rushing sound, 
which had approached them more nearly, seemed suddenly to 
have ceased ; but they still heard distinctly the more distant 
heavy tread of a large body of men approaching the suburb. 
*'The lazy Burgundians are asleep on their post," whispered 
Crawford; ''make for the suburb, Cunningham, and awaken 
the stupid oxen." 

*' Keep well to the rear as you go," said Durward ; " if ever 
I heard the tread of mortal men, there is a strong body inter- 
posed between us and the suburb." 

"Well said, Quentin, my dainty callant,"i said Crawford; 
" thou art a soldier beyond thy years. They only made halt 
till the others came forward. I would I had some knowledge 
where they are I " 

"I will creep forward, my lord," said Quentin, "and en- 
deavor to bring you information." 

" Do so, my bonny chield ; thou hast sharp ears and eyes, 
and good- will — but take heed ; I would not lose thee for two 
and a plack." * 

Quentin, with his harquebuss ready prepared, stole forward, 
through ground which he had reconnoitred carefuUj' in the twi- 
1 Lord. ^ A homely Scottish expression for something yon valne. 
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light of the precediDg evening, until he was not only certain 
that he was in the neighborhood of a very large body of men, 
who were standing fast betwixt the King's quarters and the 
suburbs, but also that there was a detached party of smaller 
number in advance, and very close to him. They seemed to 
whisper together as if uncertain what to do next. At last, the 
steps of two or three stragglers, detached from that smaller 
party, approached him so near as twice a pike's length. See- 
ing it impossible to retreat undiscovered, Quentin called out 
aloud, " Qmi vivef" ^ and was answered by " Vive Li — Li — 
ege — c'est-d^dire"^ (added he who spoke, correcting himself), 
" Vive la France!" Quentin instantly fired his harquebuss; 
a man groaned and fell, and he himself, under the instant but 
vague discharge of a number of pieces, the fire of which ran in 
a disorderly manner along the column, and showed it to be very 
numerous, hastened back to the main guard. 

" Admirably done, my brave boy ! " said Crawford. " Now, 
callants, draw in within the court-yard ; they are too many to 
mell with in the open field." 

They drew within the court-yard and garden accordingly, 
where they found all in great order, and the King prepared to 
mount his horse. 

"Whither away, Sire!" said Crawford; "you are safest 
here with your own people." 

" Not so," said Louis j " I must instantly to the Duke. He 
must be convinced of our good faith at this critical moment, or 
we shall have both Liegeois and Bm^undians upon us at once." 
And, springing on his horse, he bade Dunois command the 
French troops without the house, and Crawford the Archer- 
Guard and other household troops to defend the lust-haus and 
its enclosures.' 

The delay which permitted these arrangements to be carried 
fully into effect, was owing to Quentin's having fortunately shot 
the proprietor of the house, who acted as guide to the column 

^ Who goes there ? < That is to say. 

s See Note Q. Attack upon Liege. 
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which was designed to attack it, and whose attack, had it been 
made instantly, might have had a chance of being successful. 

Durward, who, by the King's order, attended him to the 
Duke's, found the latter in a state of choleric distemperature, 
which almost prevented his dischai^ing the duties of a general, 
which were never more necessary ; for, besides the noise of a 
close and furious combat which had now taken place in the sub- 
urb upon the left of their whole army, besides the attack upon 
the King's quarters, which was fiercely maintained in the centre, 
a third column of Liegeois, of even superior numbers, had filed 
out from a more distant breach, and, marching by lanes, vine- 
yards, and passes, known to themselves, had fallen upon the 
right flank of the Burgundian army. 

The arrival of the King, attended only by Le Balafr6 and 
Quentin, and half a score of Archers, restored confidence be- 
tween France and Burgundy. D'Hymbercourt, Cr^vecoBur, and 
others of the Burgundian leaders, whose names were then the 
praise and dread of war, rushed devotedly into the conflict; 
and, while some commanders hastened to bring up more distant 
troops, to whom the panic had not extended, others threw them- 
selves into the tumult, re-animated the instinct of discipline, 
and while the Duke toiled in the front, shouting, hacking, and 
hewing, like an ordinary man-at-arms, brought their men by 
degrees into array, and dismayed the assailants by the use of 
their artillery. The conduct of Louis, on the other hand, was 
that of a calm, collected, sagacious leader, who neither sought 
nor avoided danger, but showed so much self-possession and 
sagacity, that the Burgundian leaders readily obeyed the orders 
which he issued. 

"Go," said the King to Le Balafr^ and Quentin, "tellDu- 
nois to move this waj^ but rather nearer the walls of Liege, 
with all our men-at-arms, excepting what he may leave for the 
defence of the house, and cut in between those thick-headed 
Liegeois on the right and the city, from which they are supplied 
with recruits." 

The uncle and nephew galloped off to Dunois and Crawford, 
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^ho, tired of their defensive war, joyfully obeyed the sum- 
mons, and, filing out at the head of a gallant body of about two 
hundred French gentlemen, besides squires, and the greater 
part of the Archers and their followers, marched across the 
field, trampling down the wounded until they gained the flank 
of the large body of Liegeois, by whom the right of the Burgun- 
dians had been so fiercely assailed. The increasing daylight 
discovered that the enemy were continuing to pour out from the 
city, either for the purpose of continuing the battle on that 
point, or of bringing safely off the forces who were already 
engaged. 

*' By Heaven!" said old Crawford to Dunois, "were I not 
certain it is thou that art riding by my side, I would say I saw 
thee among yonder banditti and burghers, marshalling and 
arraying them with thy mace ; only, if yon be thou, thou art 
bigger than thou art wont to be. Art thou sure yonder armed 
leader is not thy wraith, thy doubleman, as these Flemings call 
it?" 

" My wraith ! " said Dunois ; " I know not what you mean. 
But yonder is a caitiflT with my bearings displayed on crest and 
shield, whom I will presently punish for his insolence." 

'' In the name of all that is noble, my lord, leave the ven- 
geance to me ! " said Quentin. 

"To tJiee, indeed, young man?" said Dunois; "that is a 
modest request. No; these things brook no substitution." 
Then, turning on his saddle, he called out to those around him, 
" Gentlemen of France, form your line 1 level your lances ! Let 
the rising sunbeams shine through the battalions of j^onder 
swine of Liege and hogs of Ardennes, that masquerade in our 
ancient coats." 

The men-at-arms answered with a loud shout of " A Dunois ! 
a Dunois ! Long live the bold Bastard ! Orleans to the rescue ! " 
And, with their leader in the centre, they charged at full gallop. 
They encountered no timid enemy. The large body which they 
charged consisted (excepting some mounted oflScers) entirely 
of infantry, who, setting the butt of their lances against their 
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feet, the front rank kneeling, the second stooping, and those 
behind presenting their spears over their heads, offered such 
resistance to the rapid charge of the men-at-arms as the hedge- 
hog presents to his enemy. Few were able to make way 
through that iron wall ; but of those few was Dunois, who, giv- 
ing spur to his horse, and making the noble animal leap more 
than twelve feet at a bound, fairly broke his way into the mid- 
dle of the phalanx, and made toward the object of his animos- 
ity. What was his surprise to find Quentin still by his side, 
and fighting in the same front with himself — youth, desperate 
courage, and the determination to do or die, having still kept 
the youth abreast with the best knight in Europe ; for such was 
Dunois reported, and truly reported, at the period. 

Their spears were soon broken ; but the lanzknechts were 
unable to withstand the blows of their long heavy swords; 
while the horses and riders, armed in complete steel, sustained 
little injury from their lances. Still Dunois and Durward were 
contending with rival eflTorts to burst forward to the spot where 
he who had usurped the armorial bearings of Dunois was doing 
the duty of a good and valiant leader, when Dunois, observing 
the boar's-head and tusks — the usual bearing of William de la 
Marck — in another part of the conflict, called out to Quentin, 
' ' Thou art worthy to avenge the arms of Orleans ! I leave thee 
the task. Balafr^, support your nephew; but let none dare to 
interfere with Dunois' boar-hunt ! " 

That Quentin Durward joyfully acquiesced in this division of 
labor cannot be doubted, and each pressed forward upon his 
separate object, followed, and defended from behind, by such 
men-at-arms as were able to keep up with them. 

Quentin made more than human exertions to overtake the 
special object of his pursuit, who was still in his sight, striving, 
by voice and example, to renew the battle, and bravely sup- 
ported by a chosen party of lanzknechts. Le Balafr^, and 
several of his comrades, attached themselves to Quentin, much 
marvelling at the extraordinary gallantry displayed by so young 
a soldier. On the very brink of the breach, De la Marck — for 
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it was himself — succeeded in efTecting a momentary stand, and 
repelling some of the most forward of the pursuers. He had a 
mace of iron in his hand, before which everything seemed to go 
down, and was so much covered with blood, that it was almost 
impossible to discern those bearings on his shield which had so 
much incensed Dunois. 

Quentin now found little difficulty in singling him out; for 
the commanding situation of which he had possessed himself, 
and the use he made of his terrible mace, caused many of the 
assailants to seek safer points of attack than that where so des- 
perate a defender presented himself. But Quentin, to whom 
the importance attached to victory over this formidable antago- 
nist was better known, sprung from his horse at the bottom of 
the breach, and, letting the noble animal, the gift of the Duke 
of Orleans, run loose through the tumult, ascended the ruins to 
measure swords with the Boar of Ardennes. The latter, as if 
he had seen his intention, turned towards Durward with mace 
uplifted ; and they were on ifche point of encounter, when a 
dreadful shout of triumph, of tumult, and of despair, announced 
that the besiegers were entering the city at another point, and 
in the rear of those who defended the breach. Assembling 
around him, by voice and bugle, the desperate partners of his 
desperate fortune, De la Marck, at these appalling sounds, 
abandoned the breach, and endeavored to effect his retreat 
towards a part of the city from which he might escape to the 
other side of the Maes. His immediate followers formed a deep 
body of well-disciplined men, who, never having given quarter, 
were resolved now not to ask itj and who, in that hour of 
despair, threw themselves into such firm order, that their front 
occupied the whole breadth of the street, through which they 
slowly retired, making head from time to time, and checking 
the pursuers, many of whom began to seek a safer occupation, 
by breaking into the houses for plunder. It is therefore prob- 
able that De la Marck might have effected his escape, his dis- 
guise concealing him from those who promised themselves to 
win honor and grandeur upon his head, but for the stanch pur- 
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Boit of Quentin, his uncle Le Balafr^, and some of his comrades. 
At every pause which was made by the lanzknechts, a furious 
combat took place betwixt them and the Archers, and in every 
meUe Quentin sought De la Marck ; but the latter, whose pres- 
ent object was to retreat, seemed to evade the young Scot's 
purpose of bringing him to single combat. The confusion was 
general in every direction. The shrieks and 'cries of women, 
the yelling of the terrified inhabitants, * now subjected to the 
extremity of military license, sounded horribly shrill amid the 
shouts of battle, — like the voice of misery and despair contend- 
ing with that of fury and violence, which should be heard farth- 
est and loudest. , 

It was just when De la Marck, retiring through this infernal 
scene, had passed the door of a small chapel of peculiar sanc- 
tity, that the shouts of ''France! France! — Burgundy! Bur- 
gundy ! " apprized him that a part of the besiegers were entering 
the farther end of the street, which was a narrow one, and that 
his retreat was cut off. " Conrade," he said, ''take all the 
men with you. Charge yonder fellows roundly, and break 
through if you can — with me it is over. I am man enough, 
now that I am brought to bay, to send some of these vagabond 
Scots to hell before me." 

His lieutenant obeyed, and, with most of the few lanzknechts 
who remained alive, hurried to the farther end of the street, for 
the purpose of charging those Burgundians who were advancing, 
and so forcing their way, so as to escape. About six of De la 
Marck's best men remained to perish with their master, and 
fronted the Archers, who were not many more in number. 
"Sanglier! Sanglier! Hola ! gentlemen of Scotland," said the 
ruffian but undaunted chief, waving his mace, " who longs to 
gain a coronet, — who strikes at the Boar of Ardennes ? You, 
young man, have, methinks, a hankering; but you must win 
ere you wear it." 

Quentin heard but imperfectly the words, which were partly 
lost in the hollow helmet ; but the action could not be mistaken, 
and he had but time to bid his uncle and comrades, as they were 
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gentlemen, to stand back, when De la Marck sprung apon him 
with a bound like a tiger, aiming at the same time a blow with 
his mace, so as to make his hand and foot keep time tc^ether, 
and giving his stroke full advantage of the descent of his leap ; 
but, light of foot and quick of eye, Quentin leaped aside, and 
disappointed an aim which would have been fatal had it taken 
effect. 

They then closed, like the wolf and the wolf-dog, their com- 
rades on either side remaining inactive spectators, for Le Bala- 
fr6 roared out for fair play, adding, " that he would venture 
his nephew on him were he as wight as Wallace." 

Neither was the experienced soldier's confidence unjustified ; 
for, although the blows of the despairing robber fell like those 
of the hammer on the anvil, yet the quick motions and dexter- 
ous swordmanship of the young Archer enabled him to escape, 
and to requite them with the point of his less noisy though 
more fatal weapon ; and that so often, and so effectuall}*, that 
the huge strength of his antagonist began to give way to 
fatigue, while the ground on which he stood became a puddle of 
blood. Yet, still unabated in courage and ire, the Wild Boar 
of Ardennes fought on with as much mental energy as at first, 
and Quentin's victory seemed dubious and distant, when a 
female voice behind him called him by his name, ejaculating, 
" Help ! help ! for the sake of the blessed Virgin ! " 

He turned his head, and with a single glance beheld Gertrude 
Pavilion, her mantle stripped from her shouldera, dragged forci- 
bly along by a French soldier, — one of several, who, breaking 
into the chapel close by, had seized as their prey on the terrified 
females who had taken refuge there. 

"Wait for me but one moment," exclaimed Quentin to De 
la Marck, and sprung to extricate his benefactress from a situ- 
ation of which he conjectured all the dangers. 

" I wait no man's pleasure," said De la Marck, flourishing 
his mace, and beginning to retreat — glad, no doubt, at being 
free of so formidable an assailant. 

" You shall wait mine, though, by your leave," said Balafr^ ; 



QTTBNTIN DURWABD. 297 

" I will not have my nephew baulked." So saying, he instantly 
assaulted De la Marck with his two-handed sword. 

Quentin found, in the meanwhile, that the rescue of Gertnidc 
was a task more difficult than could be finished in one moment. 
Her captor, supported by his comrades, refused to relinquish 
his prize ; and whilst Durward, aided by one or two of his 
countrymen, endeavored to compel him to do so, the former 
beheld the chance which Fortune had so kindly afforded him for 
fortune and happiness glide out of his reach ; so that, when he 
stood at length in the street with the liberated Gertrude, there 
was no one near them. Totally forgetting the defenceless situa- 
tion of his companion, he was about to spring away in pursuit 
of the Boar of Ardennes, as the greyhound tracks the deer, 
when, clinging to him in her despair, she exclaimed, " For the 
sake of your mother's honor, leave me not here ! As you are a 
gentleman, protect me to my father's house, which once shel- 
tered you and the Lady Isabellel For her sake, leave me 
not!" 

Her call was agonizing, but it was irresistible ; and bidding a 
mental adieu, with unutterable bitterness of feeling, to all the 
gay hopes which had stimulated his exertion, carried him 
through that bloody day, and which at one moment seemed to 
approach consummation, Quentin, like an unwilling spirit, who 
obeys a talisman which he cannot resist, protected Gertrude to 
Pavilion's house, and arrived in time to defend that and the 
Syndic himself against the fury of the licentious soldiery. 

Meantime, the King and the Duke of Burgundy entered the 
city on horseback, and through one of the breaches. They 
were both in complete armor, but the latter, covered with blood 
from the plume to the spur, drove his steed furiously up the 
breach, which Louis surmounted with the stately step of one 
who leads a procession. They despatched orders to stop the 
sack of the city, which had Already commenced, and to assem- 
ble their scattered troops. The Princes themselves proceeded 
towards the great church, both for the protection of many of 
the distinguished inhabitants who had taken refuge there, and 
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in order to hold a sort of military council after they had heard 
High Mass. 

Busied like other officers of his rank in collecting those under 
his command, Lord Crawford at the turning of one of the 
streets which leads to the Maes, met Le Balafr6 sauntering 
composedly towards the river, holding in his hand, by the gory 
locks, a human head, with as much indifference as a fowler car- 
ries a game-pouch. 

• " How now, Ludovic I " said his commander ; " what are ye 
doing with that carrion? " 

"It is all that is left of a bit of work which my nephew 
shaped out, and nearly finished, and I put the last hand to," 
said Le Balafr6 ; " a good fellow that I despatched yonder, and 
who prayed me to throw his head into the Maes. Men have 
queer fancies when old Small-Back ^ is griping them ; but Small- 
Back must lead down the dance with us all in our time." 

" And you are going to throw that head into the Maes? " said 
Crawford, looking more attentively on the ghastly memorial of 
mortality. 

''Ay, truly am I," said Ludovic Lesly. " If you refuse a 
dying man his boon, 30U are likely to be haunted by his ghost, 
and I love to sleep sound at nights." 

•■' You must take your chance of the ghaist, man," said Craw- 
ford ; " for, by mj' soul, there is more lies on that dead pow 
than you think for. Come along with me — not a word more — 
Come along with me." 

"Nay, for that matter," said Le Balafr^, "I made him no 
promise ; for, in truth, I had off his head before the tongue had 
well done wagging ; and as I feared him not living, by Saint 
Martin of Tours, I fear him as little when he is dead. Besides, 
m}' little gossip, the merry Friar of Saint Martin's, will lend me 
a pot of holy water." 

When High Mass had been said at the Cathedral Church of 
Liege, and the terrified town was restored to some moderate 
degree of order, Louis and Charles, with their peers around, 

1 A cant expression in Scotland for Death, usnaUy delineated as a skeleton. 
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proceeded to hear the claims of those who had any to make for 
services performed during the battle. Those which respected 
the County of Croye and its fair mistress were first received, 
and to the disappointment of sundry claimants, who had 
thought themselves sure of the rich prize, there seemed doubt 
and mystery to involve their several pretensions. Cr^vecoeur 
showed a boar's hide, such as De la Marck usually wore ; Du* 
nois produced a cloven shield, with his armorial bearings ; and 
there were others, who claimed the merit of having despatched 
the murderer of the Bishop, producing similar tokens — the rich 
reward fixed on De la Marck' s head having brought death to all 
who were armed in his resemblance. 

There was much noise and contest among the competitors, 
and Charles, internally regretting the rash promise which had 
placed the hand and wealth of bis fair vassal on such a hazard, 
was in hopes he might find means of evading all these conflict- 
ing claims, when Crawford pressed forward into the circle, drag- 
ging Le Balafr6 after him, who, awkward and bashful, followed 
like an unwilling mastiff towed in a leash, as his leader ex- 
claimed, "Away with your hoofs and hides, and painted iron! 
No one, save he who slew the Boar, can show the tusks ! " 

So saying, he flung on the floor the bloody head, easil}' known 
as that of De la Marck by the singular conformation of the 
Jaws, which in reality had a certain resemblance to those of the 
animal whose name he bore, and which was instantly recognized 
by all who had seen him.* 

" Crawford," said Louis, while Charles sat silent, in gloomy 
and displeased surprise, " I trust it is one of my faithful Scots 
who has won this prize ? " 

" It is Ludovic Lesly, Sire, whom we call Le Balafr^," replied 
the old soldier. 

" But is he noble? " said the Duke ; *' is he of gentle blood? 
otherwise our promise is void." 

*'He is a cross, ungainly piece of wood enough," said Craw- 
ford, looking at the tall, awkward, embairassed figure of the 
^ See Note B. Count of La Marck. 
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Archer ; " but I will warrant him a branch of the tree of Hothea 
for all that — and they have been as noble as an}^ house in 
France or Burgundy, ever since it is told of their founder, that, 

'Between the lesa-lee,^ and the mair. 
He Blew the Knight, and left him there. ' " 

" There is then no help for it," said the Duke, " and the fau'- 
est and richest heiress in Burgundy must be the wife of a rude 
mercenary soldier like this, or die secluded in a convent — and 
she the only child of our faithful Reginald de Croye I — I have 
been too rash." 

And a cloud settled on his brow, to the surprise of his peers, 
who seldom saw him evince the slightest token of regret for the 
necessary consequences of an adopted resolution. 

"Hold but an instant," said the Lord Crawford, " it may be 
better than your Grace conjectures. Hear but what this cava- 
lier has to say. Speak out, man, and a murrain to thee," he 
added, apart to Le Balafr^. 

But that blunt soldier, though he could make a shift to 
express himself intelligibly enough to King Louis, to whose 
familiarity he was habituated, yet found himself incapable of 
enunciating his resolution before so splendid an assembly as 
that before which he then stood ; and after having turned his 
shoulder to the Princes, and preluded with a hoarse chuckling 
laugh, and two or three tremendous contortions of countenance, 
he was only able to pronounce the words, " Saunders Souple- 
jaw," — and then stuck fast. 

" May it please your Majesty, and your Grace," said Craw- 
ford, "I must speak for my countryman and old comrade. 
You shall understand that he has had it prophesied to him by a 
Seer in his own land, that the fortune of his house is to be made 
by man'iage ; but as he is, like mj'^self , something the worse for 
the wear, — loves the wine-house better than a lady's summer- 

1 An old rhyme by which the Leslies vindicate their descent from an ancient 
knight, who is said to have slain a gigantic Hangarian champion, and to have 
formed a proper name for himself by a play of words npon the place where he 
f onght his adversary. 
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parlor, and, in short, having some baiTack tastes and likings 
which would make greatness in his own person rather an en- 
cumbrance to him, he hath acted by my advice, and resigns the 
pretensions acquired by the fate of slaying William de la 
Marck, to him by whom the Wild Boar was actually brought 
to bay, who is his maternal nephew." 

" I will vouch for that youth's services and prudence," said 
King Louis, overjoyed to see that fate had thrown so gallant a 
prize to one over whom he had some influence. " Without his 
prudence and vigilance, we had been ruined. It was he who 
made us aware of the night-sally.'* 

"I, then," said Charles, "owe him some reparation for 
doubting his veracity." 

" And I can attest his gallantry as a man-at-arms," said Du- 
nois. 

" But," interrupted Cr^vecoBur, " though the uncle be a Scot- 
tish gentleman, that makes not the nephew necessarily so." 

"He is of the House of Durward," said Crawford; "de- 
scended from that Allan Durward, who was High Steward of 
Scotland." 

" Naj', if it be young Durward," said Cr^vecoeur, " I say no 
more. Fortune has declared herself on his side too plainly for 
me to struggle farther with her humorsome ladyship ; — but it is 
strange, from lord to horseboy, how wonderfully these Scots 
stick by each other." 

" Highlanders shoulder to shoulder," answered Lord Craw- 
ford, laughing at the mortification of the proud Bui^undian. 

" We have j-et to inquire," said Charles, thoughtfully, "what 
the fair lady's sentiments may be towards this fortunate adven- 
turer." 

" By the mass ! " said Cr^vecceur, " I have but too much rea- 
son to believe your Grace will find her more amenable to au- 
thority than on former occasions. But why should I grudge 
this youth his preferment? since, after all, it is sense, firmness, 
and gallantry, which have put him in possession of Wealth, 
Rank, and Beauty I " 
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NOTB A. SAOTT HlTBBBT. 

Eyery yocation had, In the middle ages, its protecting saint. The chase, 
with its fortnnes and its hazards, the business of so many, and the amusement 
of all, was placed under the direction of Saint Hubert 

This sylvan saint was the son of Bertrand, Duke of Acquitaine, and, while 
in the secular state, was a courtier of King Pepin. He was passionately fond 
of the chase, and used to neglect attendance on divine worship for this amuse- 
ment. While he was once engaged in this pastime, a stag appeared before 
him, having a crucifix bound betwixt his horns, and he heard a voice which 
menaced him with eternal punishment if he did not repent of his sins. He 
retired from the world and took orders, his wife having also retired into the 
cloister. Hubert afterwards became Bishop of Maestrecht and Liege ; and from 
his zeal in destroying renmants of idolatry, is called the Apostle of Ardennes 
and of Brabant. Those who were descended of his race were supposed to pos- 
sess the power of curing persons bitten by mad dogs. 

KOTB B. GiPSIBS OB BOHBMIANB. 

In a former volume of this edition of the Waverly Novels (Guy Manner- 
ing), the reader will find some remarks on the gipsies as they are found in 
Scotland. But it is well known that this extraordinary variety of the human 
race exists in nearly the same primitive state, speaking the same language, in 
almost all the kingdoms of Europe, and conforming in certain respects to the 
manners of the people around them, but yet remaining separated from them by 
certain material distinctions, in which they correspond with each other, and 
thus maintain their pretensions to be considered as a distinct race. Their first 
api)earance in Europe took place in the beginning of the fifteenth century, 
when various bands of this singular people appeared in the different countries 
of Europe. They claimed an Egyptian descent, and their features attested 
that they were of Eastern origin. The account given by these singular people 
was, tliat it was appointed to them, as a penance, to travel for a certain num- 
ber of years. This apology was probably selected as being most congenial to 
the superstitions of the countries which they visited. Their appearance, how- 
ever, and manners, strongly contradicted the allegation that they travelled 
from any religious motive. 

Their dress and accoutrements were at once showy and squalid; those who 
acted as captains and leaders of any horde, and such always appeared as their 
commanders, were arrayed in dresses of the most showy colors, such as scarlet 
or light green ; were well mounted ; assumed the titles of dukes and counts, and 
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affected considerable consequence. The rest of the tribe were most miserable 
in their diet and apparel, fed without hesitation on animals which had died of 
disease, and were clad in filthy and scanty rags, which hardly sufficed for the 
ordinary purposes of common decency. Their com|dexion was positively 
Eastern, approaching to that of the Hindoos. 

Their manners were as depraved as their appearance was poor and beggarly. 
The men were in general thieves, and the women of the most abandoned char- 
acter. The few arts which they studied with success, were of a slight and 
idle, though ingenious, description. They practised working in iron, but never 
upon any great scale. Many were good sportsmen, good musicians, and mas- 
ters, in a word, of all those trivial arts, the practice of which is little better 
than mere idleness. But their Ingenuity never ascended into industry. Two 
or three other peculiarities seem to have distinguished them in aU countries. 
Their pretensions to read fortunes, by palmistry and by astrology, acquired 
them sometimes respect, but oftener drew them under suspicion as sorcerers; 
and lastly, the universal accusation that they augmented their horde by steal- 
ing children, subjected them to doubt and execration. From this it happened, 
that the pretension set up by these wanderers, of being pilgrims in the act of 
penance, although it was at first admitted, and in many instances obtained them 
protection from the governments of the coimtries through which they travelled, 
was afterwards totally disbelieved, and they were considered as incorrigible 
rogues and vagrants; they incurred almost everywhere sentence of banish- 
ment, and, where suffered to remain, were rather objects of persecution than 
ot protection from the law. 

There is a curious and accurate account of their arrival in France in the 
Journal of a Doctor of Theology, which is preserved and published by the 
learned Pasquier. The following is an extract: "On August 27th, 1427, 
came to Paris twelve penitents, Penanciers (penance doers), as they called 
themselves, viz., a duke, an earl, and ten men, all on horseback, and calling 
themselves good Christians. They were of Lower Egypt, and gave out that, 
not long before, the Christians had subdued their country, and obliged them to 
embrace Christianity on pain of being put to death. Those who were baptized 
were great lords in their own country, and had a king and queen there. Soon 
after their conversion, the Saracens overran the country, and obliged them to 
renounce Christianity. When the Emperor of Germany, the King of Poland, 
and other Christian princes, heard of this, they fell upon them, and obliged the 
whole of them, both great and small, to quit the country, and go to the Pope at 
Rome, who enjoined them seven years' penance to wander over the world with- 
out lying in a bed. 

"They had been wandering five years when they came to Paris first; the 
principal i>eople, and soon after the commonalty, about 100 or 120, reduced 
(accoiding to their own account) from 1000 or 1200, when they went from 
home, the rest being dead, with their king and queen. They were lodged by 
the police at some distance from the city, at Chapel Saint Denis. 

" Nearly all of them had their ears bored, and wore two silver rings in 
each, which they said were esteemed ornaments in their country. The men 
were black, their hair curled; the women remarkably black, their only clothes 
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a large old duffle garment tied over the shoulders with a cloth or cord, and 
under it a miserable rocket. In short, they were the most poor miserable 
creatures that had ever been seen in France; and, notwithstanding their poT- 
erty, there were amon^them women who, by looking into people's hands, told 
their fortunes, and what was worse, they picked people's pockets of their 
money, and got it into their own, by telling these things through airy magic, 
et cetera.** 

Notwithstanding the ingenious account of themselves rendered by these gip- 
sies, the Bishop of Paris ordered a friar, called Le Petit Jacobin, to preach a 
sermon, excommunicating all the men and women who had had recourse to 
these Bohemians on the subject of the future, and shown their bands for that 
purpose. They departed from Paris for Pontoise in the month of September. 

Pasquier remarks upon this singular journal, that however the story of a 
penance savors of a trick, these people wandered up and down France, under 
the eye, and with the knowledge, of the magistrates, for more than a hundred 
years ; and it was not till 1551 that a sentence of banishment was passed 
against them in that kingdom. 

The arrival of the Egyptians (as these singular people were called) in vari- 
ous parts of Europe, corresponds with the period in which Timur or Tamerlane 
invaded Hindostan, affording its natives the choice between the Koran and 
death. There can be little doubt that these wanderers consisted originally of 
the Hindostanee tribes, who, displaced, and flying from the sabres of the Mo- 
hammedans, undertook this species of wandering life, without well knowing 
whither they were going. It is natural to suppose the band, as it now exists, 
is much mingled with Europeans; but most of these have been brought up 
from childhood among them, and learned all their practices. 

It is strong evidence of this, that when they are in closest contact with the 
ordinary peasants around them, they still keep their language a mystery. 
There is little doubt, however, that it is a dialect of the Hindostanee, from the 
specimens produced by GreUman, Hoyland, and others, who have written on 
the subject. But the author has, besides their authority, personal occasion to 
know that an individual, out of mere curiosity, and availing himself with pa- 
tience and assiduity of such opportunities as offered, has made himself capable 
of conversing with any gipsy whom he meets, or can, like the royal Hal, drink 
with any tinker in his own language. The astonishment excited among these 
vagrants on finding a stranger participant of their mystery, occasions very 
ludicrous scenes. It is to be hoped this gentleman will publish the knowledge 
he possesses on so singular a topic. 

There are prudential reasons for postponing this disclosure at present; for 
although much more reconciled to society since they have been less the objects 
of legal persecution, the gipsies are still a ferocious and vindictive people. 

But notwithstanding this is certainly the case, I cannot but add, from my 
own observation of nearly fifty years, that the manners of these vagrant tribes 
are much ameliorated ; — that I have known individuals amongst them who 
have united themselves to civilized society, and maintain respectable charac- 
ters, and that a great alteration has been wrought in their cleanliness and gen- 
eral mode of life. 
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NoTB G. ScornsH Abchxbs. 

Snch disputes between the Scots Guards and the other constitnted anthorities 
of the ordinary military corps often occurred. In 1474, two Scotsmen had been 
concerned in robbing John Pensart, a fishmonger, of a large sum of money. 
They were accordingly apprehended by Philip du Four, Provost, with some of 
bis followers. But ere they could lodge one of them, called Mortimer, in the 
prison of the Ghastellet, they were attacked by two Archers of the King's 
Scottish Guard, who rescued the prisoner. — See Ghronique de Jean de Troyes, 
at the said year, 1474. 

NOTB D. Thb Gabdinai. Balub. 

A friendly, though unknown correspondent, has pointed out to me that I 
haye been mistaken in alleging that the Gardinal was a bad rider. If so, I owe 
his memory an apology; for there are few men who, until my latter days, 
have loved that exercise better than myself. But the Gardinal may have been 
cin indifferent horseman, though he wished to be looked upon as equal to the 
dangers of the chase. He was a man of assumption and ostentation, as he 
showed at the siege of Paris in 1465, where, contrary to the custom and usage 
of war, he moimted guard during the night with an unusual sound of clarions, 
trumpets, and other instruments. In imputing to the Cardinal a want of skill 
in horsemanship, I recollected his adventure in Paris when attacked by assas- 
sins, on which occasion his mule, being scared by the crowd, ran away with 
the rider, and taking its course to a monastery, to the abbot of which he for- 
merly belonged, was the means of saving his master's life. — See Jban db 
Tbotbs' Chronicle, 

NOTB E. Galbotti. 

Martins Galeotti was a native of Nami, in Umbria. He was secretary to 
Matthias Gorvinus, King of Hungary, and tutor to his son, John Gorvinus. 
While at his court, he composed a work, De jocose dictis et factis Regis Mat- 
ihim Corvini. He left Hungary in 1477, and was made prisoner at Venice on a 
charge of having propagated heterodox opinions in a treatise entitled De ho- 
mine interiore et corpore ejus. He was obliged to recant some of these doc- 
trines, and might have suffered seriously but for the protection of Sextus IV., 
then Pope, who had been one of his scholars. He went to France, attached 
himself to Louis XL, and died in his service. 

NoTB F. Religion of thb Bohbmians, ob Gipsibs. 

It was a remarkable feature of the cliaracter of these wanderers, that they 
did not, like the Jews, whom they otherwise resembled in some particulars, 
possess or profess any particular religion, whether in form or principle. They 
readily conformed, as far as might be required, with the religion of any coun- 
try in which they happened to sojourn, nor did they ever practise it more than 
was demanded of them. It is certain that in India they embraced neither the 
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tenets of the religion of Bramah nor of Mahomet. They have hence been con- 
sidered as belonging to the outcast East Indian tribes of Nuts or Farias. Their 
want of religion is supplied by a good deal of superstition. Such of their rit- 
ual as can be discovered, for example, that belonging to marriage, is savage in 
the extreme, and represents the customs of the Hottentots more than of any 
civilized people. They adopt various observances, picked up from the religion 
of the country in which they live. It is, or rather was, the custom of the 
tribes on the borders of England and Scotland, to attribute success to those 
journeys which are commenced by passing through the parish church; and 
they usually try to obtain permission from the beadle to do so when the church 
is empty, for the performance of divine service is not considered as essential 
to the omen. They are, therefore, totally devoid of any effectual sense of reli- 
gion; and the higher or more instructed class may be considered as acknowl- 
edging no deity save those of Epicurus, and such is described as being the 
faith, or no faith, of Hayraddin Maugrabin. , 

I may here take notice that nothing is more disagreeable to this indolent 
and voluptuous people, than being forced to follow any regular profession. 
When Paris was garrisoned by the Allied troops in the year 1815, the author 
was walking with a British officer, near a post held by the Prussian troops. 
He happened at the time to smoke a cigar, and was about, while passing the 
sentinel, to take it out of his mouth, in compliance with a general regulation to 
that effect, when, greatly to the astonishment of the passengers, the soldier 
addressed them in these words: ** Rauchen sic immerfort, verdamt sey der 
Preussiche dienst;** that is, ^' Smoke away; may the Prussian service be 
d — I '* Upon looking closer at the man, he seemed plainly to be a Zigeuner, 
or gipsy, who took this method of expressing his detestation of the duty im- 
posed on him. When the risk he ran by doing so is considered, it will be 
found to argue a deep degree of dislike which could make him commit himself 
so unwarily. If he had been overheard by a sergeant or corporal, the prugel 
would have been the slightest instrument of punishment employed. 

NOTB 6. MUSDBB OF THB BiSHOP OF LiBGB. 

In assigning the present date to the murder of the Bishop of Liege, Louis de 
Bourbon, history has been violated. It is true that the Bishop was made pris- 
oner by the insurgents of that city. It is also true that the report of the 
insurrection came to Charles with a rumor that the Bishop was slain, which 
excited his indignation against Louis, who was then in his power. But these 
things happened in 1468, and the Bishop's murder did not take place till 1482. 
In the months of August and September of that year, William de la Marck, 
called the Wild Boar of Ardennes, entered into a conspiracy with the discon- 
tented citizens of Liege, against their Bishop, Louis of Bourbon, being aided 
with considerable sums of money by the King of France. By this means, and 
the assistance of many murderers and banditti, who thronged to him as to a 
leader befitting them, Do la Marck assembled a body of troops, whom he 
dressed in scarlet as a uniform, with a boar's head on the left sleeve. With 
this little army he approached the city of Liege. Upon this the citizens, who 
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were engaged in the conspiracy, came to their Bishop, and, offering to stand 
by him to the death, exhorted him to march out against these robbers. The 
Bishop, therefore, pat himself at the head of a few troops of his own, trusting 
to the assistance of the people of Liege. But so soon as they came in sight of 
the enemy, the citizens, as before agreed, fled from the Bishop's banner, and 
he was left with his own handful of adherents. At this moment De la Marck 
charged at the head of his banditti with the expected success. The Bishop was 
brought before the profligate Knight, who first cut him over the face, then 
murdered him with his own hand, and caused his body to be exposed naked in . 
the great square of Liege before Saint Lambert's cathedral. 

Such is the actual narrative of a tragedy which struck with horror the peo- 
ple of the time. The murder of the Bishop has been fifteen years antedated in 
the text, for reasons which the reader of romances will easily appreciate. 

NOTB H. SCHWABZ-BBITBBS. 

Fynes Morrison describes this species of soldiery as follows: ''He that at 
this day looks upon their Schwarz-reiters (that is, black horsemen), must con- 
fess, that, to make their horses and boots shine, they make themselves as black 
as colliers. These horsemen wear black clothes, and poor though they be, 
spend no small time in brushing them. The most of them have black horses, 
which, while they painfully dress, and (as I have said) delight to have their 
boots and shoes shine with blacking-stuff, their hands and faces become black, 
and thereof they have their foresaid name. Yet I have heard Germans say, 
that they do thus make themselves black to seem more terrible to their ene- 
mies."— Fywbs Mobbison's Jii/ierary. Edition 1617, p. 165. 

NOTB I. PhUJF DBS GOMINBS. 

Philip des Comines was described in the former editions of this work as a 
little man, fitted rather for counsel than action. This was a description made 
at a venture, to vary the military portraits with which the age and work 
abound. Sleidan the historian, upon the authority of Matthieu d'Arvas, who 
knew Philip des Comines, and had served in his household, says he was a man 
of tall stature and a noble presence. He was the writer of very valuable me- 
moirs of the time. 

NoTB K. Mbbting of Louis and Chablbs aftbb thb Battlb of 
Montl'hbby. 

After the battle of MontPhery, in 1463, Charles, then Compte de Charalois, 
had an interview with Louis imder the walls of Paris, each at the head of a 
small party. The two princes dismounted, and walked together, so deeply 
engaged in discussing the business of their meeting, that Charles forgot the 
j)eculiarity of his situation; and when Louis turned back towards the town of 
Paris, from which he came, the Count of Charalois kept him company so far as 
to pass the line of outworks with which Paris was surrounded, and enter a 
field-work which communicated with the town by a trench. At this period ha 
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had only five or six persons in company with him. His escort caught an alarm 
for his safety, and his principal followers rode forward from where he had left 
them, remembering that his grandfather had been assassinated at Montereau 
in a similar parley, on 10th September, 1419. To their great joy the Count 
returned uninjured, accompanied with a guard belonging to Louis. The Bur- 
gundians taxed him with rashness in no measured terms. " Say no more of 
it," said Charles; " I acknowledge the extent of my folly, but I was not aware 
what I was doing tiU I entered the redoubt.*'— ifemozrcs de Pmr^TPPB des 
CoMiNBS, chap. xiii. 

Louis was much praised for his good faith on this occasion; and it was nat- 
ural that the Duke should call it to recollection when his enemy so unexpect- 
edly put himself in his power by his visit to Peronne. 



NOTB L. CASTI.E OF PBBONNB. 

The arrival of three brothers. Princes of the House of Savoy, of Monseign- 
eur de Lau, whom the King had long detained in prison, of Sire Poncet de 
Riviere, and the Seigneur d'Urfe, all of these nobles bearing the emblem of 
Burgundy, the cross, namely, of Saint Andrew, inspired Louis with so much 
suspicion, that he very impolitically demanded to be lodged in the old Castle 
of Peronne, and thus rendered himself an absolute captive. — See Comikbs' 
Memoirs for the year 1468. 

NOTB M. 

The historical facts attending this celebrated interview, are expounded and 
enlarged upon in Chapter XXYIl. Agents sent by Louis had tempted the peo- 
ple of Liege to rebel against their superior, Duke Charles, and persecute and 
murder their Bishop. But Louis was not prepared for their acting with such 
promptitude. They flew to arms with the temerity of a fickle rabble, took the 
Bishop prisoner, menaced and insulted him, and tore to pieces one or two of 
his canons. This news was sent to the Duke of Burgundy at the moment 
when Louis had so unguardedly placed himself in liis power; and the conse- 
quence was, that Charles placed guards on the Castle of Peronne, and, deeply 
resenting the treachery of the King of France in exciting sedition in his domin- 
ions, while he pretended the most intimate friendship, he deliberated whether 
he should not put Louis to death. 

Three days Louis was detained in this very precarious situation ; and it was 
only his profuse liberality amongst Charles's favorites and courtiers which 
finally ensured him from death or deposition. Comines, who was the Duke of 
Burgundy's chamberlain at the time, and slept in his apartment, says Charles 
neither undressed nor slept, but flung himself from time to time on the bed, 
, and, at other times, wildly traversed the apartment. It was long before his 
violent temper became in any degree tractable. At length he only agreed to 
give Louis his liberty, on condition of his accompanying him in person against, 
and employing his troops in subduing, the mutineers whom his intrigues had 
iziBtigated to arms. 
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This was a bitter and degrading alternative. Bat Loois, seeing no other 
mode of compounding for the effects of his rashness, not only submitted to this 
discreditable condition, but swore to it upon a crucifix said to liave belonged 
to Charlemagne. These particulars are from Comines. There is a snceinct 
epitome of them in Sir Nathaniel Wrazall's History of France, vol. i. 

NoTB N. BALins. 

Lonis kept his promise of vengeance against Cardinal La Balne, whom he 
always blamed as having betrayed him to Burgundy. After he had returned 
to his own kingdom, he caused his late favorite to be immured in one of the 
iron cages at Loches. These were constructed with horrible ingenuity, so that 
a person of ordinary size could neither stand up at his full height nor lie 
lengthwise in them. Some ascribe this horrid device to Balue himself. At 
any rate, he was confined in one of these dens for eleven years, nor did Louis 
permit him to be liberated till his last illness. 

Note 0. Philip des Comines. 

There is little doubt that, daring the interesting scene at Peronne, Philip 
des Comines first learned intimately to know the great powers of mind of Louis 
XL, by which he was so much dazzled that it is impossible, in reading liis 
Memoirs, not to he sensible that he was blinded by them to the more odious 
shades of his character. He entertained from this time forward a partiality to 
France. The historian passed into France about 1472, and rose high in the 
good graces of Louis XL He afterwards became the proprietor of the Lord- 
ship of Argenton and others. After the death of Louis, Philip des Comines fell 
under the suspicion of the daughter of Louis, called our Lady of Beaujeu, as 
too zealous a partisan of the rival House of Orleans. The historian himself 
was imprisoned for eight months in one of the' iron cages which he has so for- 
cibly described. It was there that he regretted the fate of a court-life. *' I 
have ventured on the great ocean,'' he said, in his affliction, "and the waves 
have devoured me." He was subjected to a trial, and exiled from court for 
some years by the Parliament of Paris, being found guilty of holding inter- 
course with disaffected persons. He survived this cloud, however, and was 
afterwards employed by Charles VIII. in one or two important missions, where 
talents were required. Louis XII. also transferred his favor to the liistorian, 
but did not employ him. He died at his Castle of Argenton, in 1500, and was 
regretted as one of the most profound statesmen, and certainly the best histo- 
rian, of his age. In a poem to his memory by the poet Rousard, he received 
the distinguished praise that he was the first to show the lustre which valor 
and noble blood derived from being united with learning. 

Note P. Disouisbd Herald. 

The heralds of the middle ages, like the feciales of the Bomans, were in- 
vested with a character which was held almost sacred. To strike a herald was 
a crime which inferred a capital punishment; and to counterfeit the character 
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of snch an aagust official was a degree of treason towards these men, who were 
accounted the depositaries of the secrets of monarchs and the honor of nobles. 
Yet a prince so unscrupulous as Louis XI. did not hesitate to practise such an 
imposition, when he wished to enter into communication with Edward IV. of 
England. 

Exercising that knowledge of mankind for which he was so eminent, he 
selected, as an agent fit for his purpose, a simple valet. This man, whose 
address had been known to him, he disguised as a herald, with all the insignia 
of his office, and sent him in that capacity to open a communication with the 
English army. Two things are remarkable in this transaction. First, that 
the stratagem, though of so fraudulent a nature, does not seem to have been 
necessarily called for, since all that King Louis could gain by it would be, that 
he did not commit himself by sending a more responsible messenger. The 
other circumstance worthy of notice is, that Comines, though he mentions the 
affair at great length, is so pleased with the King's shrewdness in selecting, 
and dexterity at indoctrinating, his pseudo-herald, that he forgets all remark 
on the impudence and fraud of the imposition, as well as the great risk of dis- 
covery. From both which circumstances, we are led to the conclusion, that 
the solemn character which the heralds endeavored to arrogate to themselves, 
had already begun to lose regard among statesmen and men of the great 
world. 

NoTB Q. Attack upon Lqbob. 

The Duke of Burgundy, full of resentment for the usage which the Bishop 
had received from the people of Liege (whose death, as already noticed, 
did not take place for some years after), and knowing that the walls of the 
town had not been repaired since they were breached by himself after the bat- 
tle of Saint Tron, advanced recklessly to their chastisement. His commanders 
shared his presumptuous confidence; for the advanced guard of his army, 
under the Mar^chal of Burgundy and Seigneur D'Hymber court, rushed upon 
one of the suburbs, without waiting for the rest of their army, which, com- 
manded by the Duke in person, remained about seven or eight leagues in the 
rear. The night was closing, and, as the Burgundian troops observed no dis- 
cipline, they were exposed to a sudden attack from a party of the citizens 
commanded by Jean de Vilde, who, assaulting them in front and rear, threw 
them into great disorder, and killed more than eight hundred men, of whom 
one hundred were men-at-arms. 

When Charles and the King of France came up, they took up their quarters 
in two villas situated near to the wall of the city. In the two or three days 
which followed, Louis was distinguished for the quiet and regulated compo- 
sure with which he pressed the siege, and provided for defence in case of sal- 
lies; while the Duke of Burgundy, no way deficient in courage, and who 
showed the rashness and want of order which was his principal characteristic, 
seemed also extremely suspicious that the King would desert him and join 
with the Ldegeois. 

They lay before the town for five or six days, and at length fixed the 30th 
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of October, 1468, for a general Btorm. The citizens, who had probably infor- 
mation of their intent, resolved to prevent their purpose, and determined on 
anticipating it by a desperate sally through the breaches in their walls. They 
placed at their head six hundred of the men of the little territory of Franche- 
mont, belonging to the Bishopric of Liege, and reckoned the most valiant of 
their troops. They burst out of the town on a sudden, surprised the Duke of 
Burgundy's quarters ere his guards could put on their armor, which they had 
laid off to enjoy some repose before the assault. The King of France's lodg- 
ings were also attacked and endangered. A great confusion ensued, aug- 
mented incalculably by the mutual jealousy and suspicions of the French and 
Burgundians. The people of Liege were, however, unable to maintain their 
hardy enterprise, when the men-at-arms of the King and Duke began to re- 
cover from their confusion, and were finally forced to retire within their walls, 
after narrowly missing the chance of surprising both King Louis and the Duke 
of Burgundy, the most powerful Princes of their time. At daybreak the storm 
took place, as had been originally intended, and the citizens, disheartened and 
fatigued by the nocturnal sally, did not make so much resistance as was ex- 
pected. Liege was taken, and miserably pillaged, without regard to sex or 
age, things sacred or things profane. These particulars are fully related by 
Comines in his Memoirs, liv. ii., chaps. 11, 12, 13, and do not differ much from 
the account of the same events given in the text. 

NoTB R. Count of la Mabck. 

We have already noticed the anachronism respecting the crimes of this atro- 
cious baron; and it is scarce necessary to repeat, that if he in reality mur- 
dered the Bishop of Liege in 1482, the Count of La Marck could not be slain in 
the defence of Liege four years earlier. In fact, the Wild Boar of Ardennes, 
as he was usually termed, was of high birth, being the third son of John I., 
Count of La Marck and Aremberg, and ancestor of the branch called Barons 
of Lumain. He did not escape the punishment due to his atrocity, though it 
did not take place at the time, or in the manner narrated in the text. Maxi- 
milian, Emperor of Austria, caused him to be arrested at Utrecht, where he 
was beheaded in the year 1485, three years after the Bishop of Liege's death. 
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Stickney's Readers. 

Introductory to Classics for Children. By J. H. Sticknet, author of 
The Child's Book of Languagey Letters and Lessons in Language^ etc. 
Introduction prices : Pirst Seader, 24 cents ; Second Seader, 32 cents ; 
Third Beader, 40 cents ; Fourth Beader, 50 cents ; Fifth Beader, 60 
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HHHESE are distinctively reading-books. Their object is to help 
the pupil to a mastery of the rudiments of reading in the 
easiest way and the shortest possible time, and to provide an 
ample quantity of the reading-matter that will be best for prac- 
tice, for implanting a literary taste, and for personal culture. 

Whitney and Lockwood's English Grammar. 

Being Whitney's Essentials of English Grammar, revised for young 
pupils by Mrs. Sara E. H. Lockwood, author of Lessons in English, 
under the direction of Dr. Whitney. 12mo. Cloth, v + 263 pages. 
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rpmS book, which is an adaptation of Whitney's Essentials of 
English Grammar to the requirements of the higher grades 
in grammar schools, has been prepared under the personal super- 
vision of Professor Whitney. The formal statement of principles 
and rules has been modified only so far as was necessary to secure 
greater simplicity. The inductive method of the original has 
been in general retained. The new book may, therefore, be said 
to bear the stamp of eminent scholarship. 

C. F. P. Bancroft, Principal of 
Phillips Academy f Andover, Muss, 
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matter of nomenclature and analy- 
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In forming the mind and taste of the young, ia it not better to use avihors who 

nave already lived long enougn to afford some guaranty that they may swrvive 

the next twenty years ? 

** Children derive impulses of a wonderful and important kind from 
hearing things that they cannot entirely comprehend.** — Sib Walteb 
Scott. 

TT is now nine or ten years since we began publishing the Clas- 
sics for Children, and the enterprise, which at first seemed a 
novel one, may fairly be said to have passed the stage of experiment. 

It has been the aim to present the best and most suitable litera- 
ture in our language in as complete a form as possible ; and in 
most cases but few omissions have been found necessary. Whether 
judged from the literary, the ethical, or the educational standpoint, 
each of the books has attained the rank of a masterpiece. 

The series places within reach of all schools an abundant supply 
of supplementary reading-matter. This is its most obvious merit. 

It is reading-matter, too, which, by the force of its own interest 
and excellence, will do much, when fairly set in competition, to 
displace the trashy and even harmful literature so widely current. 

It is believed also that constant dwelling upon such models of 
simple, pure, idiomatic English is the easiest and on all accounts the 
best way for children to acquire a mastery of their mother-tongue. 

A large portion of the course has been devoted to history and biog- 
raphy, as it has seemed specially desirable to supplement the brief, 
unsatisfactory outlines of history with full and life-like readings. 

The annotation has been done with modesty and reserve, the 
editors having aimed to let the readers come into direct acquaint- 
ance with the author. 

The books are all printed on good paper, and are durably and 
attractively bound in 12 mo. A distinctive feature is the large, 
clear type. Illustrations have been freely used when thought de- 
sirable. The prices are as low as possible. It has been felt that 
nothing would be gained by making the books a little cheaper at 
the expense of crowding the page with fine type and issuing them 
in a style that would neither attract nor last. 

The best proof of the need of such a course is the universal 
approbation with which it has been received. 
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Boards: 60 and 50 cents. Cloth: 70 and 60 cents. 

Scoff's Quenfin Durward. 
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High School, Boston. 126 pages. Boards: 30 and 26 cents. Cloth: 40 
and 36 cents. 

Irving'* 8 Alhambra. 

Alice H. Whitb. 291 pages. Boards: 60 and 40 cents. Cloth: 60 and 
60 cents. 

The Arabian Nights. 

Edwabd Evbrbtt Halb. lUnstrated. 376 pages. Boards : 60 and 
40 cents. Cloth : 60 and 60 cents. 

The Vicar of Wakefield, 

238 pages. Boards: 36 and 30 cents. Cloth : 66 and 60 cents. 
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Clara Weaver Robinson, with a Sketdh of the Author's Life by 
D. H. Montgomery, ziii + 387 pages. Boards : 60 and 60 cents. Cloth : 
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His Autobiography and a continuation of his Life compiled chiefly from 
his own writings. D. H. Montgomery. Illustrated, viii + 311 pages 
Boards : 60 and 40 cents. Cloth : 60 and 60 cents. 
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yiii + 157 pages. Boards : 36 and 30 cents. Cloth : 46 and 40 cents. 

Selections from Ruskin, 

Edwin Ginn, with Notes and a Sketch of Ruskin's Life by D. H Mont- 
gomery. zxy+148 pages. Boards: 36 and 30 cents. Cloth: 46 and 
40 cents. 

The Two Great Retreats of History : 

I. The Retreat of the Ten Thousand, taken from Grote's ** History ol 
Greece '* ; II. Napoleon's Retreat from Moscow y an abridgment of Count 
Segur's narrative. D. H. Montgomery, xv + 318 pages and two maps. 
Boards : 60 and 40 cents. Cloth : 60 and 60 cents. 

Heroic Ballads, 

With Poems of War and Patriotism. Edited with Notes by D. H. Mont- 
gomery, vii + 319 pages. Boards : 60 and 40 cents. Cloth : 60 and 
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Washington and His Country. 

Being Irving's Life of Washington, abridged for the use of schools, 
with an introduction and continuation, giving a brief outline of United 
States history from the Discovery of America to the end of the Civil 
War, by John Fiske. 654 pages. Boards, 85 and 75 cents ; cloth, $1.10 
and $1.00. 

The Thoughts of Marcus Aure/fus Antoninus. 

Long's Translation. Edited by Edvtin Ginn. xxv+213 pages. Boards, 
45 and 35 cents ; cloth, 60 and 50 cents. Also issued in a pocket edition, 
with flexible leather covers, $1.25. 

Don Quixote of La Mancha. 



Ormsby's Translation. Abridged and edited for the use of schools by 
Mabel F. Whbaton. xiv+272 pages. Boards, 60 and 50 cents ; cloth, 
70 and 60 cents. 



A Taie of Two Cities. 

By Charles Dickens. With an Introduction by Emma Mont. 
McRae of Purdue University, xvii + 447 pages. Boards, 70 and 60 
cents; cloth, 85 and 75 cents. 



y + 240 pages. Boards, 



Selections from Epictetus. 

Long*s Translation. Edited by Edwin Ginn. 
and cents; cloth, and cents. 

This series has been most cordially approved by the press and 
the critics, and endorsed by teachers, superintendents, and school 
boards. The books are in wide use (1) as regular readers, (2) as 
supplementary readers, and (3) in school and home libraries. 



William H. Payne, Pres. of Peor 
body Normal College^ Nashvilley 
Tenn. : I think too much cannot be 
said in favor of this list of publica- 
tions, destined, I believe, to create a 
correct taste for reading, and to 
displace much that is now working 



injury to the mental and moral 
habits of the young. 

J. H. Vincent, Supt. of Instruction^ 
Chautauqua Assembly: I desire to 
express my great satisfaction with 
the taste, skill, and wisdom of the 
work. I wish it abundant success. 
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About one thousand pieces of the choicest prose and verse, compiled by 
Mrs. B. W. Bellamy and Mrs. M. W.iGk)ODWiN. Vol. I. for children 
from four to ten years old: Vol. II. for children from ten to fourteen 
years old: Vol. III. for pupils of fourteen years or over. Each is illus- 
trated, handsomely bound m cloth, and contains about 350 pages. Price 
of each to teachers, and for introduction, 75 cents ; by mail, 90 cents. 
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Lessons in English. 

Adapted to the study of American Classics. A text-book for High 
Schools and Academies. By Sara E. H. Lockwood, formerly teacher 
of English in the High School, New Haven, Conn. 12mo. Cloth, 
xix + 403 pages. Mailing price, il.25; for introduction, $1.12. 

Thanaiopsis and Other Favorite Poems of Bryant, 

Prepared especially to accomjpany Lockwood 's Lessons in English. 
12mo. Paper. Gl pages. Mailing price, 12 cents; for introd., 10 cents. 

rPHTS is, in a word, a practical High School text>-book of English, 
embracing language, composition, rhetoric, and literature. 
It presents in simple and attractive style, the essentials of good 
English ; and, at the same time, develops a critical literary taste, 
through the study of American Classics. 

The plan provides for a course in English extending over the 
pupil's first year and a half in the High School, the work being 
preparatory to the study of English Literature as usually pursued 
in schools of this grade. These " Lessons " include the most im- 
portant facts concerning the History and Elements of the Lan- 
guage, Common Errors in the Use of English, the Study of Words, 
Rules for the Construction of Sentences, Figures of Speech, Punc- 
tuation, Letter-Writing, Composition, and Biographical Sketches 
of the seven authors particularly studied, — Irving, Bryant, Long- 
fellow, Whittier, Hawthorne, Holmes, and Lowell. 

examine it and other books, the 
more I like it. As yet I have found 
no text that I like so well as Lock- 
wood's. 

C. 0. Ihmlap, Prof, of English, 
Kas, State University : I know of no 
text-book on elementary English so 
satisfactory to me as this. Any 
student who masters it is soundly 
prepared in elementary English. 

E. E. Blackwell, Prof, of English, 
liandolph-Macon College, Virginia: 
I was so pleased with the book that I 
put it into my preparatory class. It 
has stirred more interest in the study 
of English than any book I have evec 
used in that class. 



Katharine Lee Bates, Professor 
of English, Wellesley College, Ma^. •• 
While the treatment of the various 
subjects included is thorough, sound 
and clear, the art of the teacher is 
most happily displayed throughout. 
English study guided by this volume 
can hardly fail to be at once profit- 
able and delightful. 

P. A. Hill, Secretary Massachw- 
setts Board of Education : The book 
opens to me like a very sensible, 
practical and attractive book ; ^nd I 
may say that the author has hit the 
nail prettysquarely on tiie head. 

James Winne, Prin, JRgh School, 
Poughkeepsle, i^, Y,: The more I 
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A Practical Course in English Composition. 

By Alphonsk G. Newcomer, Assistant Professor of English in Leland 
Stanford Junior University. 12mo. Clotli. x + 249 pages. Mailing 
price, 90 cents ; for introduction, 80 cents. 

rpHIS is an eminently practical book. It is intended for the 
regular English course of High Schools and Academies — to 
accompany or follow such a book as Lockwood's Lessons in Eng- 
lish — or for elementary work in colleges. The author has a 
definite, practical aim. He " fires low." It is believed that this 
historic injunction has nowhere a more salutary application than 
in books on English Composition. 

In Newcomer the art of Composition is given the distinct 
treatment which its importance warrants. While it may not be 
entirely dissociated from the science of Rhetoric, there are no 
formal rules and no " rhetorical exercises." The writing of com- 
positions — whole compositions — is insisted upon from first to- 
last. A systematic course is followed, beginning with simple 
narration and leading up to the more difficult forms of discourse. 
Under each exercise subjects are proposed, followed by suggestions 
and illustrations. 



Henry N. Dickinson, Instructor 
in Englishy Massachusetts Institute 
of Technology : Newcomer's book is 
the best that I have seen of its 
kind. 

Enoch Perrine, Professor of Rhet- 
oric and English Literature y Buch- 
nell University, Lewisburg, Pa.: 
Tlie aim as well as the execution 
of the plan is certainly to be com- 
mended. 

Bliss Perry, Professor of Oratory, 
Princeton University: I like the 
plan of the English composition 
very much. 

D. E. Bowman, Principal High 
School, Wateroille, Me.: I consider 
this a model work. 

H. A. Hartman, Professor of Lan- 
guages, State Experimental College, 
Athens, Ala.: The method used in 



presenting the subject of English 
composition is very simple, plain 
and concise. 

J. 0. Wight, Principal Girls* 
High School, Philadelphia: It is 
an admirable and needed supplement 
to grammar and rhetoric. 

H. H. Bobinson, Superintendent 
of Schools, Geneva, HI. : I consider it 
the freest, the most unconventional, 
the most ambition-stirring book on 
English composition that I have ever 
seen. 

BobertP. Pennell, Principal State 
Normal School, Chico, Cal.: I am 
pleased with it. 

B. H. Patterson, Teacher of Eng- 
lish, High School, Pittsburgh, Pa. : 
It is an admirable book, full of good 
suggestions and helpful where help 
is most needed. 



8 HIGHEB :BNGLI8H. 

The Practical Elements of Rhetoric. 

By John F. Genuno, Ph.D., Professor of Rhetoric in Amherst CJollege. 
12mo. Cloth, xiv + 483 pages. Mailing price, $1.40 ; for introd., $1.25. 

nnilE treatment is characterized by good sense, simplicity, origi- 
nality, availability, completeness and ample illustration. 

It is throughout constructive and the student is regarded at 
every step as endeavoring to make literature. All of the literary 
forms have been given something of the fulness hitherto accorded 
only to argument and oratory. No important principle has been 
presented without illustrations drawn from the usage of the best 
authorities. 

Genung's Rhetoric, though a work on a trite subject, has aroused 
general enthusiasm by its freshness and practical worth. Ajnong 
the many leading institutions that have introduced it are Welles- 
ley, Smith, Vassar Colleges ; Cornell, Johns Hopkins, Vanderbilt, 
Northwestern Universities ; and the Universities of Virginia, 
North Carolina, Illinois, Minnesota, Kansas, Michigan. 

C. P. Sichardson, Prof, of English, 
Literature, Dartmouth College, and 
author of a History of American 
Literature : I find it excellent both 
in plan and execution. 

BlBB M. A. Jordan. Prof, of Rhet- 
oric, Smith College, Northampton, 
Mass, : The critic is conscious of a 
feeling of surprise as he misses the 
orthodox dulness. The analysis of 
topics is clear, the illustrations are 
pertinent and of value in themselves, 
the rules are concise and portable. 



T. W. Hunt, Prof, of 
Literature, Princeton University, 
Princeton, N.J. : It impresses me as 
a philosophic and useful manual I 
like especially its literary spirit 

W. H. Maeruder, Prof, of English, 
Agricultural and Mechanical College 
of Mississippi: For clearness of 
thought, lucidity of expression, apt- 
ness of illustration, — in short, for 
real teaching power, — I have never 
seen this work equalled. 



A Handbook of Rhetorical Analysis. 

Studies in Style and Invention, designed to accompany the author's 
Practical Elements of Rhetoric. By John F. Genung, Ph.D., Pro- 
fessor of Rhetoric in Amherst College. 12mo. Cloth, xii + n06 pages. 
Mailing Price, $1.25; Introduction and Teachers* Price, $1.12. 

rpHTS handbook follows the general plan of the larger text-book, 
being designed to alternate with that from time to time, as 
different stages of the subject are reached. 

C. L. Ehrenf eld, jormeriy Proj. of 
English, Wittenberg College, Spring- 
field, Ohio : Its actual use in class 
work has confirmed my former 



J. H. Oilmore, Prof, of Rhetoric, 
University of Rochester, N. Y. : This 
strikes me as a very significant a1> 
tempt to open a road that college 
Btudents especially need to travel. 



favorable judgment of it. 



